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SCENE 1 WER We in LoxD DunerLyY's Houfe. 


. 
* 


+Lond DupzxLY and Laws: Dusk Rv Aſeverad 
33 at Breakfaſt 1 


Loxp DosezLy, 5 3 


Bi. what does it matrer, my Ld,” * 1 
drink my tea out of a cup or a ſaucer? 

Lady D. A great deal, in the polite circles, ' my 
Lord. We have been raiſed by a ſtrange freak of for- 
tune, from nothing, as a body way ſay; ad 


Lord D. Nothing! As reputable a trade as any in f 


all Goſport You hold a merchant as cheap as if he 


* 


trotted about with his property in a pack, like aped- 


lar. 

Lady D. A merchant, e Curious merchan- 
dize you dealt in, truly. 

Lord D. A large aſſurtment of articles: — 
cloth, herrings, iinens, candles, ELL, ſugar, trea- 
cle, tea, bacon, and brick duſt z wil many more, too 
tedious to mention in this here advertiſement. 


Lady D Well, praiſe the bridge: that carried you 


2 55 dut, you muſt 1 * drop the tradeſman, and 


* 


3 ö learn 


\ ” 


— — K 
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« learn life. Conſider, by the ſtrangeſt accident, you 


—— 


have been raiſed to- neither more nor leſs than a peer 
of the realm. 5 5 

Lord D. Well; but I hart been a nobleman more 
nor a week; and my throat isn't noble enough yet to 
to be proof againſt ſcalding. Hand over the milk, 
my Lady? 5 CA . 
| Lady D. Hand over! oh, what's bred in the 
bone will never come out of the fleſh, my lord. 

Lord D. Pſhaw ! there's a fuſs indeed! when 1 
was plain Danie] Dowlaſs, of Goſport, I was reck- 
oned as cute a dab in diſcourſe as any in our town, 
nobody found fault with me; my thoughts were 
like a fat plough-man's chubby children. If folks 
found n a6d ſtrong enough, no matter how 
they were cloathed. Bur people, I take it, fancy a 
great Lord's thoughts, are like his rickety brats— 
plaguy weak, and damned ordinary; and want a 
deal of dreſſing up to make em paſs. 

Lady D. But why ſo loud ?—l declare the ſer- 


- pants will hear. | 


Lord D. Hear! and what will they bear but 
what they know ? our ſtory a ſecret, Lord. help you! 
—tell 'em Queen Anne's dead, my Lady. Don't 
every body know that old Lord Duberly was ſuppoſ- 
ed to die without any heir to his eſtate—as the Doc- 
tors ſay, of an implication of diſorders ; and, that his 
ſon, Henry Moreland, was loſt, ſome time ago, in the 
falr ſea. | 
Lady D. Well, there's no oceaſion to———m— 
Lord D. Don't every body know that Lawyer 
Ferret, of Furnval's Inn, owed the Legatees a grudge 
Sand pop'd a bit ef an advertiſement into the News? 


 * Whereas, if the Heir at Law, if there be any revi- 


ving, of the late Baron Duberly, will apply —ſo, and 
ſo ; he'll hear of ſom'ut greatly to his advantage.“ 

Lady D. But why, bawl it to the——  _ 
Lord D. Didn't he hunt me out, to ſecure my 
title? and lug me from the counter, to clap. me into 


a cdach? a houſe here, in Hanover-ſquare, and an 


eſtate 
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eſtate in the country, worth fifteen thouſand per 
annum? — Why, bleſs you, my Lady, every little 
black devil, with a ſeot-bag, cries it about the ſtreets, 
as often as he ſays {weep. 

Lady D. Tis a pity but my Lord had left you | 


ſome manners, with his money. 


Lord D. He, what my couſin twenty thouſand! 


times removed, he muſt-have left them by word of 


mouth.—Never ſpoke. ro him but once, in all my 
born life, upon electioneering matter—that's a time 
when molt of your proud folks make no bones of tip- 


pling with a tallow-chandler, in his back room, on a 


melting day: but he except calling me couſin, and 
buying a lot of damaged huckaback, to cut into kit- 


chen towels, he was as old and Riff as he is now, the' 


he has been dead and buried theſe nine months, rot 
im! 

Lady D. There, again, now * 1 him ! 

nd D. Why, blpod and thunder! what is a 
man to ſay, when he wants to conlecrate his old 
ſtiff- rumped relations? 1 | 

Lady D. Why, an oath, now and then, may fp 
in to garniſh genteel converſation 3 but then it ſhouid 
be done with an air to one's equals, and with a kind 


of careleſs condeſcention to menials. 


Lord D. Should it Powell then—here John 
Enter Servant. 


my good-man, take ney the tea and be damn'd to 
ou ? | 
John Yes, my lord. 
- (Exit Serwant. 
Lady D. And now, my 3 I muſt leave you for 
the concerns of the day, we elegant people are as full 


of buſineſs as an egg's full of meat. 


Lord D. Ves, we elegant pcople find the trade. 
of the tone, as they call it, pleaguy fataguing | 


What, are you for the wwis-a-was this morning ? 
much good may do you, my lady, — damn it, it 


makes me fit (tuck up like a ach in a bathing- tub. 
| Lady 


0 - HER AT LAW: 


Ia D. I have a hundred places to call at Folks 
are ſo civil ſince we came up to take pofſeſſion=—there's 
dear Lady Littlefi ure, Lord Sponge, Mrs. Held bank, 
Lady Betty Pillory, the Hon. Mrs. Cheatwell, and 
Tord D. Aye, aye; you may always find plenty, in 
* here town, to be civil to 15, oool. a year, my 
Lady. | | 8 
Lady D. Well, there's no learning you life. I'm 
fure they are as kind and friendly the ſupper Lady 
Betty gave to us and a hundred friends, muſt have 
coſt her fifty good pounds, if it coft a braſs farden ; 
and the does the ſame thing, Pin told, three times 4 
week lf ſhe isn't monſtrous rich, 1 wonder, for my 
part, how jhe can afford it? | | 
Lea. Why, ecod, my lady, that would have 
puzzled me too, if they had'nt hook'd me into a 
damn'd game of cocking and punting, | think they 
call it, where I loſt as much in half-an-hour, as 
would keep her and her company in fricaſſee's and 
whipt ſullibub's for a fortnight. But | may be even 
with her ſome other a'ternoons. Only let me catch 
her at put, —that's all. | 


Enter youn, | 


Join. Doctor Pangloſs, is below, my Lord. 
Lord D. Odds bobbs! my Lady, that's the man as 
larns me to talk Engliſh. | 
Lady D. Huſh, confider, | 
Tord D. Hum)! I forgot - curſe me, my honeſt 
fellow, ſhew him, up ſtairs d'ye hear exit John 
There -was that eaſy 7 n 
Lady D. Tolerable. | | 
Lord D. Well, now, get along my lady. The 
doQor aud I muſt be ſnug | 5 


% 


Lady D. Then, i bid you a good morning, my 
Lord, as Lady Betty ſays, I wiſh you a bene repos. 


| | {Exit. 
Foo : : g Lera 
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Lord D. A bone repoſe! | don't know how it is, 
dut the woman are more cuter at theſc h. re matters, 
nor the men. My wife, as every body may ſee, is 
as genteel already, as if ſhe'd been born a dutchels. » 

- This doctor Pangloſs will do me, a great deal of 
good, inthe way of faſhioning my diſcourſe, ſo 
here he is, — = ; 


- © 


Enter Doctor PancLoss. 
Doctor, good morning—l wiſh you a bone"repos !— 
Take a chair, Doctor? | > iP 
Dr. Pan. Pardon me, my Lord; I am not in- 
elined to be ſedentary, I would with permillion, 
* eredtos ad ſidera tol/tre vultus,” =OQvid.—Hem! _. 
Lord D. Tollery wultures! | ſuppoſe that means 
you rather ſtand ?. 5 1 
Dr. Pan. Fye, this is a locomotive morning with 
me. — juſt hurricd, my Lord, from the Society of 
Arts; whence, I may ſay, © Iv borne my Puſhing 
honours thick upon me.” —Sh: keſpcare.— Hein! 
Lord D And what has put your honor to. the 
bluſh, this morning, doctor? ; 
Dr. Pan. To the bluſh ?—A !ndicrous peryerſion 
of the author's meaning — He ne, he | Hem ! 
ou thall hear, my-Lord.—* Lend me your ears — 
Shakeſpeare, again.—Hem '—'Tis not unknown to 
your Lordihip, and tlie no leis literary, world, that 
the Caledonian Univerſity of Abe deen, long ſince 
conferred upon me the din of L. L U.—and-as 1. 
never beheld that erudite body, I nay fafely ſay, 
they dubb'd me with a degree, from ſheer confider- 
ation of my celebrity. 1 8 
Lord D. True. . | 1 
Dr. Pan. For nothing, my Lord, but my own 
innate modeſty, cou'd ſuppoſe the Scotch College to 
be ſwayed by one pound, fifteen ſhillings, and three 
pence, three farthings, paid an receiving my diploma, 
as a handſome compliment to the numerous and learn- 
| ed heads of that Seminary, | 5 


— 


— 


10 - HEIR AT EAW: 
Lord D. Oh, damn it, no; it was'nt for the 


matter of money. 

Dr. Fan. I do not think it was altogether the 
, * auri ſacra fames.” Virgil. —Hem !—Bur this very 

day, My Lord, at eleven o'clock, A. M. the Society 


fay, of my merits.—he, he, he !—have admitted 
me an. unworthy member; and | have, hencefor- 
ward, the privilege of adding to my name the envi- 
able title of A. double S. - 3 
Lord D. And I make no doubt, doctor, . you 
have Tightly deſerved it. I warrant a man dont get 
A. double 8. tacked to his name for nothing? 
Dr. Pan. Decidedly not, my r ou. Jam 
now Artium Societatis Secius.—My two laſt publicati- 
ens did that buſineſs.— Fxtgi monumentum ere pe- 
rennius ”— Horace, —Hem ! 9 8 


Doclor? 


leſs to ſleep by an infuſion of opium into their 
ears ;—the efficacy of this method originally firuck 


oratory of a worthy country gentleman. 
the Doctors. 
to fleep in another manner, He, he, he!—“ To 


ſecond. tteatiſe was a propoſal for ereQing Dove- 
Houſes, on a principle, tending, to create the propa- 


conſiderable countenance from many who inove 1n the 
circles of faſhion.—"' Nec gemire ceſſabit turtur.— 
Virgil. —Hem'—1 am about to puthth a third editi- 
on by ſubſcription. May I have the honour to pop 
your Lordſhip down among the pigeons? 5 
Lord D. Aye, aye; down with me, Doctor. 


Lordſhip's ſponſorial and patronymick 1 


of Arts, in conſequence, as they were pleaſed to 


Lord D. Aud what might theſe two books be about, 
De, Pan. The firſt, my Lord, was a plan to lull. 
the re 


me in St. Stephen's chapel, while liſtening to the 
Tord D. 1 wonder it wasn't hit upon before, by 
Dr. Pan. Phyſicians, ms Lan put their patients 
ditto fleep——no more "—Shakeſpeare—Hem !—My 


gation of pigeons. This, I may affirm, has received | 


Dr. Pan, My Lord, Lam grateful. | I ever inſert 
names and titles at full length. What may be your 


as Xa A e Xa 


Lord D. My what? 
Dr. Pan. | mean, My Lord, the defi ignations 


given to you, by your Lordſhip's godfathers and 


Pa rents. 


Lord D. Oh, what, my chriſtian and ſurname? | 


-l was b priſed D tet 


Dr. Paw. « Abdlens baptiſmate Iabum.” —l 8 


where —Hem! The Right rlonourable e e 


(æoritin ) 
Lord D. Dowlas. * 


Dr. Pan. (Writing) Dowlas —* Filthy Dow.” 
— Hem !—Shakeſpeare. he Right Honourable 


Daniel Dowlas, Baron D-iberly. And, "os 1 : 


Lord, to our lefon for the day. 

Lud D. Now for it, Doctor. | 

Dr. Pan. The proceſs which we are now upon, 
is t eradicate that blemiſh in your Lordſhip's lan- 


guage which the learned denominate cacology, and 
which the vulgar call, flip-flop. 


Lord D. Tm. afraid, Doctor, my Cakelalogy will 


give you a tolerable tight job of it. 

Dr. Pan. Nil deſperandum.” Virgil. —Hem! 
We'll begin in the old way, my Lord, Talk on; 
when you ſtumble, l-check. Where was your Lord- 
ſhip yeſterday evening? 

Lord D. Ata Conſort. 

Dr. Pan, Umph! Tete 4 tete with 12 Duberly, 
I preſume, _ 

L:rd D. No, t#te- aun, wich bve hundred people, 
hearing muſic 

Dr. Pan. Oh, I conceive. 3 Lordſhip would 
fay, a Concert. — Mark the diſtinction —A Concert, 
my Lord, is an entertainment viſited by faſhionable 
lovers of harmony. Now a Conſort is a Wife; little 
conducive to harmony, in the preſent day, and ſel- 
dom viſited by a Man of Faſhion, unleſs ſhe happens 
to be his friends or his nesghbours. 

Lord D. A devil of a difference, indeed |! Be- 
tween you and I, Doctor now my Ly s out of hear- 
ing, a * is che OT. 

| Dr, Pan. 


* 
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D.. Pan. He, he, he!—There are plenty of 
Jabs in the world, my Lord. 
Lord D. And a damned ſight of Jezabels, too, 
Doctor. But patience, as you ſay—for I never give 
my Lady no bad language. Whenever ſhe gets in 
her tantrums, and talks high, I always lit mum- 
chance. „ | 3 

Dr. Pan. So ſpake our mother, Eve, and Adam 
heard.” Milton —Hem !—Silence is moſt ſecure, my 
Lord, in theſe caſes; for if once your Lordſhip 
opened your mouth, tis twenty to one, but bad lan- 
guage would follow. | 

Lord D. Oh, thar's a ſure thing ; and I never hke 


to diſperſe the woman. 
Dr. Fes. Aﬀperſe.”  - * 5 
- Lord D. Humph! There's another ſtumble !— 
Ater all, Doctor, I ſhall make but a poor progres in 
my wvermicular tongue. ; =D 
Dr. Pan. Your knowledge of our native, or ver- 
nacular language, my Lord, time and induſtry may 
meliorate. Vermicular is an epithet ſeldom applied 
to tongues, except in the caſe of puppies who want to 
be wormed,  -» | 5 
Lord D. Ecod, then, Pant ſo much out, Doctor; 
Pve met plenty of puppies, ſince I come to towẽn 
whoſe tongues are ſo very troubleſome, that worming 
might chance to be of ſervice.— But, Dr. I've a bit of 
- propoſal to make to you, concerning of my own 
amily. 5 SR | oils 
Diele, h rd. 
| 4 D. Why, you muſt know, I expect my ſon, 
Dieky, in town this here very morning. Now, Doctor, 
if you would mend his caſelolagy, mayhap it might be 
better worth than the mending of mine. 
Dr. Pan. I ſmell a 545 (Afede.) Whence, 
my Lord, does the young gemſeman come: 
Lord D. You ſhall hear all about it: You know, 
Doctor, tho' I'm of a good family diſtrafion— 
0 oo PTS C2. 
Lord D. Tho' I'm of a good family extraction 
twas but t other day I kept a ſhop at Goſport. - 
5 „„ .. 


—_ 


A COMEDY. 13 


Dr. Pan. The rumour has reached me. Fame 
volat, vireſgue. ; 

Lord D. Don't put me out? 

Dr. Pan, Virgil —Hem !—Proceed. | 

Lord D, A tradeſinan, you know, muſt mind 
the main chance, ſo when Dick began to grow as big 
as a porpus, I got an old friend of mine, who lives 
In Derbyſhire, cloſe to the Devil's=hum ! cloſe to 
the peak, to take Dick 'prentice, at half price. 
He's juſt now out of his time, and I warrant him, as 


wild and rough as a rock; now, if yon doRor--if you 


would but take him in hand, and ſoften him a bit 

Dr. Pan. Pray, my Lord — “ To ſoften rocks * 
Congreve.—Hem !—Pray, my Lord, what profeſſion 
may the Honourable Mr. Dowlas have followed ? 

Lord D. Who, Dick? He ſerved his clerkfhip 
to an attorney, at Caſtleton. 

Dr. Pan. An Attorney !—Gentlemen of his pro- 
feſſion, my Lord, are very difficult to ſoften. 

Lord D. Yes, but the pay may make it worth 
the while; Pin told that lord Spindle gives his 
eldeſt ſon's, maſter Drumſtick's tutorer, three hun- 
dred a year; and beſides learning his pupil, he 
has to read my lord to ſleep of an afternoon, and 


walk out with the lap-dogs and children. Now, 


if three hundred a year, doctor, will do the buſi- 
neſs for Dick, I ſhan't begrudge it you. 

Dr. Pan. Three hundred a-year!—ſay no more, 
my Lord. L. L. D. A. double S. and three hundred 
a-year—l accept the office. Verbam Sat Horace, 
—Hem !- -L'Il run to my lodgings—ſettle with Mrs. 
Sudds—put my ward robe into a—No, I've got it all 
on— and going.) . 

Lord D. Hold ! hold ! not ſo haſty, doctor, I 
muſt firſt ſend you for Dick, to the Blue-boar ? 

Dr. Pan. The Honourable Mr. Dowlas, my pu- 
pil, at the Blue-boar !. | 

Lord D. Aye, in Holborn, as han't fond of tel- 
ling people good new before hand, for fcar they may 
be balk'd ; Vick knows nothing of my being made 
a lord 


C Dr. Pan. 


12 HEIR AT LAW: 


%. 


Jabs in the world, my Lord. 1 
Lord D. And a' damned fight of Jezabels, too, 
Doctor. But patience, as you ſay—for I never give 
my Lady no bad language. Whenever ſhe gets in 
her tantrums, and talks high, I always ſit mum- 
Chance. 5 
Dr. Pan. * $0 ſpake our mother, Ewe, and Adam 
heard.” Milton —Hem Silence is moſt ſecure, my 
Lord, in theſe caſes; for if once your Lordſhip 
opened your mouth, *tis twenty to one, but bad lan- 
guage would follow. | | 8 
Lord D. Oh, that's a ſure thing; and I never like 
to diſperſe the woman. 
Dr. Pan. Aſperſe. | TE 
Lord D. Humph! There's another ſtumble !— 
Ater all, Doctor, I ſhall make but a poor progreſs in 
my wvermicular tongue. . 
Dr. Pan. Your knowledge of our native, or ver- 
nacular language, my Lord, time and induſtry may 
meliorate. Vermicular is an epithet ſeldom applie 
to tongues, except in the caſe of puppies who want to 
be wormed, - > On 5 
Lord D. Ecod, then, Pant ſo much out, Doctor; 
Pve met plenty of puppies, ſince I come to town— 
whole tongues are ſo very troubleſome, that worming 
might chance to be of ſervice, —But, Dr. I've a bit of 
.Z | - propoſal to make to you, concerning of my own 
amily. 1 5 | 
Dr Pan, Diſcloſe, my Lord. 3 
Lord D. Why, you muſt know, I expect my ſon, 
Dieky, in town this here very morning. Now, Doctor, 
if you would mend his cakelology, mayhap it might be 


D.. Pan. He, be, he !— There are plenty of 
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better worth than the mend ing of mine. 
18 Dr. Pan. I ſmell a Dil Ade) Whence, 
1 my Lord, does the young gentſeman come? "4 
I. Lord D. You ſhall hear all about it: You know, | 
| Doctor, tho' I'm of a good family difftrafion— | 
RW Eros ooo TOES 2 

| -- Lord D. Tho' I'm of a good family extraction 
| *twas but t'other day I kept a ſhop at Goſport. - 
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Dr. Pan. The rumour has reached me. Fame 
volat, wireſque.” 

Lord D. Don't put me out? 

Dr. Pan. Virgil —Hem - Proceed. | 

Lord D, A tradeſman, you know, muſt mind 
the main chance, ſo when Dick began to grow as big 
as a porpus, I got an old friend of mine, who lives 


in Derbyſhire,. cloſe to the Devil's=hum ! cloſe to 


the peak, to take Dick 'prentice, at half price. 
He's juſt now out of his time, and [ warrant him, as 
wild and rough as a rock; now, if yon doQor--if you 
would but take him in hand, and ſoften him a bit 

Dr. Pan. Pray, my Lord — “ To ſoften rocks * 
Congreve.—Hem !—Pray, my Lord, what profeſſion 
may the Honourable Mr. Dowlas have followed ? 

Lord D. Who, Dick? He ſerved his clerkfhip 
to an attorney, at Caſtleton. | 

Dr. Pan. An Attorney !—Gentlemen of his pro- 
feſſion, my Lord, are very difficult to foften. 

Lord D. Yes, but the pay may make it worth 
the while; I'm told that lord Spindle gives his 
eldeſt ſon's, maſter Drumſtick's tutorer, three hun- 
dred a year; and beſides learning his pupil, he 
has to read my lord to fleep of an afternoon, and 


walk out with the lap-dogs and children. Now, 


if three hundred a year, doctor, will do the buſi- 
neſs for Dick, I ſhan't begrudge it you. 

Dr. Pan. Three hundred a-year !—ſay no more, 
my Lord. L. L. D. A. double S. and three hundred 


a- year— l accept the office. Verbam Sat Horace, 


— Hem !---I']} run to my lodgings—ſettle with Mrs. 
Sudds—put my wardrobe into a—No, I've got it all 
On—and——( going.) 

Lord D. Hold ! hold ! not ſo haſty, doctor, I 
muſt firſt ſend you for Dick, to the Blue-boar ? 

Dr. Pan. The Honvurable Mr. Dowlas, my pu- 
pil, at the Blue-boar !. 

Lord D. Aye, in Holborn, as han't fond of tel- 
ling people good new before hand, for fear they may 
be balk'd ; Dick knows nothing of my being made 
a lord 

| C De. Pan 
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Dr. Pan. Three hundred a year—l'ye often wiſh'd 
that I had clear, F. or life, ſix— no three, — three 
hundred 

Lord D. I wrote 3 before I left Goſport, 
to tell him to meet me in London with——— 

Dr. Pan. Three hundred pounds 2. year. Swift. 
— Hem ! 

Lord D. With all ſpeed, upon buſineſs, d'ye mind 
me ? 

Dr. Pan. Doctor Pangloſs with an income of—— 
No lap-dogs, my Lord ? 

Lord D. Nay, but liſten, Doctor: and as I did'nt 
know where old Ferrett was to make me live in 
London, 1 told Dick to be at the Blue-boar this morn- 
ing, by the ſtage-coach—why you don't hear what 
you are talking about, DoQor ? 

Dr. Pan. Oh, perfeQly, my Lord, EA" Blue-boar 
in a Stage- -coach—with the 2nnuity of 
Lord D. Well, ſtep into my room, Doctor, and JI 
give you a letter which y you ſhall carry to the Inn, and 
bring Dick away with you. I warrant the boy will 

be ready to jump out of his ſkin. 

Dr. Pan. Skin! jump! zounds, I'm ready to 
jump out of mine. I follow your Lordſhip.-Oh, 
Doctor Pangloſs, where's your philoſophy now ?—l 
attend you, my Lord. —* equam memento.” Horace. 

mn Servare mentum.” Hem ! Bleſs me, I'm all in a 
1 L L. D. A. double S. and three hundred 

. attend your Lordſhip. | 
en ait Lord Duberly. 


 SCENE—The Blue- boar Inn in Holborn. 


Enter ZEKIEL e Miss Ceciry Hon 
1 and WAITER. : 


Waiter, This way, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
Zekiel H. So, here we be at laſt, in London; 
the What be your ſign, young man ? 
Waiter, The OOO. Sir; the oldeſt Inn is. 
Holborn. 
; 4. Zehiel 


a 2 


in 
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Zekiel H. Oldeſt! why, as you do ſay, young 
man, it do ſeem in a tumble-downiſh kind of conditi- 
on, indeed! COS 

Waiter. 'I take care of your portmanteau, if you 
pleaſe? Dinner's on the table, Sir. | 

Zekiel H (Tirking it from him.) No, but you don't 
tho'.—I ha* heard & the tricks o' London, though I 


neb'er ſat foot in it, afore. Matter Blue-boar, you ha? 


gotten the wrong ſow by the ear, 1 can tell you. 

Miſs Cecily l La, brother, Zekiel! I dare ſay, 
the young man's honeſt, | 

Zeliel H. Haply he may be, Cicely ! but the ho- 
neſt chaps of this town, as 1 be told, do need a deal 
of looking a'ter, Where can Dick Dowlas now be a 
loitering 4 long in the yard? | 3 
WMaiter The gentleman that came up in the coach 
witk you, Sir? LE | 

Zekiel H. Yes, yes; the gentleman wi' all his 
cloaths in his hand, tied up in a little blue and white 
pocket-handkerchief. 
- Wiiter. Shall | defire him to come up, Sir? 

Zekiel H. Aye, be fo kind, will you? 

Waiter. I ſhall, Sir. [Exit Waiter. 

Zekiel H. I ha' nothing left but this portmanteau, 
and you, Cecily : If I was to loſe either of you, what 
would become of poor Zckiel Homeſpun ? ; 

Cecily H. Dear now ! this was the cry all along 
upon the road. Don't be down-heartred. Brother, 
there be plenty of ways of gerting bread in London. 

Zekiel H. Oh, plenty, plenty ;—but many of the 


ways, they do ſay, be ſo foul, and the bread be ſo 


dirty, t'would turn a nice ſtomach, to eat on't. 

Cecily H. Well, I do declare, it ſeems a pure 
place! with a power of rich folks, for certain; For { 
ſaw No. 945, upon one of their coach-doors, as we 
came along; and no doubt on't there be more of then: 
Kill. I do like it, Zekiel! - 

Zekiel H Don't ye, now, dont ye, Cecily, pray 
don't ye be ſo merry! You ſcare me out of my ſenſes 
Think what a charge | have of you, Cecily. —— 

| | Father 
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Father and mother dead—no kin to help us—both 


thrown a top o'the wide world, to ſeek our fortunes, 
and only I to take care of ye. Indeed, indeed, I do 
love you, Cecily! you would break your poor bro- 
ther's heart, if any harm was to befall yon, You 
would*nt do that, would ye, Cecily ? 

Cecily H. |, Zekiel! J would'nt hurt a hair of 
your head, if I was to be made a Lord Mayor's lady, 
for it. You have been a kind brother to me, Zekiel 
and if 1 have the luck to get a ſervice firſt, Pd work 
my fingers to the bone to maintain you. 


a 


be only chicken hearted on your account, 

Cecily H. Well, but let us hope for the beſt, 
Zekiel. Poor father has followed mother to the cold 
grave, ſure enough ; and the ſquire out of ſpite he 
owed him, has turned us out of Caſtleton farm, 


| — 


Zehicl H. That were bad enough ;—tho' I cou'd 
Ha ſtomach'd that — but damn him ! (heaven forgive 


us) he ſpoke ill o' father's memory. I'd as big a 


mind to lick ſquire, as ever I had in my life—and 
then as you ſay, to turn us adrift! | 
| _ Cecily H. But we are young and ſtrong, brother 
Zdkicl, and able to get our living | 
Zekiel H Wuy, that be true enough, Cicely ? 
Cecily H. Why, then, come now, pluck up 2 
ſpirit ?—be lightſome and jovial a bit, Zekiel—do 


no? | 
Zokael J. Well I—-Pl do my beſt—dang it, if 


we h but a friend, now, 

cecity i Wiy, hav'nt we? 1 85 

Zeliel H. None that I know of; baiting Dick 
Dowt.ſs, who be come up wr us, in the Caſtleton 
_ coach | 

Cecily H. Well, brother, I ſure he'd go thro! 
fire and water, to ſerve us. He has told me fs, 


Zekiel. fifty good times, the fide of old Dobbin's pond, 


by moonlight. 


Zekiel H. Aye, I'do know he ha” kep' you compa- | 


ny, Cecily. Itold him, when father died, that I was 
88 | agreeable 


Zekiel H. Buſs me, Cicely—od rabbit it, girl, 1 
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agreeable to his having of you, provided matters got 
ile ſmoorhiſh with you. 

' Cecily H. Did you? La, Zekiel! 

Zekiel H Di k, be an honeſt fellow. 

. Cecily H. That he is, indeed, brother! (Eagerly.} 

Zekiel H. I ha' known him, now, {cven good years, 
ſince firft he came to Caſtleton ; and we ha? been for 
all the world, like brothers. Dick be a little ranti- 
poliſh, but as generous à lad, as 


— 


Enter Dicx DowLas, finging te ZEKIEL, 


Dick D. Oh, London is a fine town (/inging. 
without) a very famous city—(take care of my bun- 
dle, d'ye hear) Enter] — where all the ſtreets are 
paved with gold, and all the maidens pretty.“ — Well, 
man't we have a bit of ſomething to eat ?—uſt a 
a ſnack, Zckiel, Cis—=here, you, Waiter [Enter 
Waiter .]—\W hat, Cis, my girl—get ſome cold beef, 
you=whow do'ſt do, after the journey? Aye, cold 
beef—put down the bundle—multard, vinegar, and 
all that, you know-—Cis likes a reliſh ———ſputs Dicks 
bundle on the table, and Exit. — Aye, jump about, 
my tight fellow. Zvunds! how the rumbling of the 
old coach kceps whitling in my head, 

Zekiel H. \ do think, Dick, your head be always 
a little upon the Whirligig order. | 

Dick D. I I hadut got out to take the reins in 
hands now and then, [ ſhould have been as muzzy as 
a Methodiſt parſon. Didn't I knock the tits along, 
nicely, Cis ? | | 

Cecily H. Aye, indeed, Diek; except bumping us 


| up again the turn-pike gates, we went as pure and 


pleaſan. | SE 
Dick D. Pihaw! that was an accident. Well, old 
Domini hasn't called for ine here, yet; can't think 
what the old boy wants with me in London — bad 
news Pm afraid | {443 ö 
Cecily H. No, don't you ſay ſo, Dick! 


- — - . — — ä 1 — — 
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Zekiel H HapWhat will, Dick, III ſtand by ye. 
T be as poor as Job; but I'd ſhare with my friend in 
misfortune to the laſt penn 


Dick D Tip us your daddle, Zckiel, you've as 


tender a heart as ever got into the tough carcaſe of 


a Cafteton farmer—yes, the old boys laft letter but 


one, told mie that things were going on but badly, 
damn that chandler's ſhop, bacon, eggs, coals, and 
candles have laid him low———a bankruptcy war- 
rant, and come up to town to white-waſh. 8 

Zekiel H. And to conſult wi! you, may hap, as 
about the buſineſs, 

Dick D. Gad then, it will be like conſulting moſt 
peple in the law, he'll get nothing from me that's 
ſati-faQtory, old Latitat had as little buſineſs as I had 
inclination in the practice. 

Zekiel H. Well, but Dick, ſure you can do 
ſummit in your calling---you can draw up a will, or 
a leaſe of a farm, now ? 

Dick D. | can ſhoot a wild-duck with any 8 
yers clerk in the country, I canfling a 9 aged at 
cricket--- 

Zekiel H. That you can; 1 uſed to notch for you, 
you know. 

Dick D. I can make a bow] of punch 

Zeliel H. That you can: I uſcd to n it wr 
you, you do know. 

Dick D I can make love=—(To Gis. - 

Cecily H. That you can, Dick! 

| Dick D. Ian catch gudgeons 

Zekiel H. Aye; aye, that be part of your trade. 
Catching o Gudgeons, be a Lawyer's chiefeſt employ- 
ment, they do ſay. 

Dick D. Well, now to buſineſs: here's a newſpa- 

er, that I pic ked up at the bar; there's ſomething 


in it, T rhink, that will ſuit Cis--Read i It; 


Zellel H ( Reading Newſpaper). "” Wanted---a 


Maid“ —— 


Diel D. That's a difficult thing io be met with in 
| Fekie 


de. 
ploy- 


wipa- 


thing 
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ith in 
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Zekiel H. So far 'twill do for our Cecily. 

Cecily H. Yesl'd better make haſte and get the 
place, for fear any thing ſhould happen, you know. 
- Zekiel H. Let's read it out, Cecily——* Wanted, 
© a Maid-Servant— by a young Lady“! | 

Cecily H Dear, a young Lady DA 

Zekiel H. ** Who lives very retired at the Weſt 
© end of the town—ſhe muſt be clean in her perſon” 
P cceily be very clean. | 

Dick D. As any laſs in Derbyſhire. 

Zekiel II. And good-natured.” Cecily be as 
good-natured a girl, as ever Umph!—“ And wil- 


x 


ling to do what is required. 


Cecily H. Well, I'm very willing, you know, Dick 
—antl?. | 
Dick D. That you are, Cis, kiſs me. (K:ſes her.) 
Cecily H. La, Dick! This will juſt do !—I'm 1o 
lea fed! | 
Zekiel H. © If from the country, the better.“ 
rabbit it, Cecily, this be the very thing !-- tol, de 
rol, lo]! © or if any farmer, in difficulties from a 
% numerous family, wiſhes. to put his daughter to 


44-2 fcrvice”---oh, my poor old father! this is the 


thing! “ ſhe will meet with the tendereſt care from 
the lady, who has herſelf known what it is to be 
„ unfortunate.” Tol de rol, lo}! buſs me, Cccily! 
---hug me, Dick Dowlaſs! I ſhall provide for fiſter--- 
the care next my very heart.---Tol lol, de rol, lol! 
Rabbit it! I be ready to choak for joy! ! = 
( ecily H Dear, now! This is the rareſt luck !--- 
Live with a young Lady! I thall be ſo great and 


gr and ; 
Dick D, And grow rich with good fortune, and 


| forget your poor friends, Cis. 


Zekiel H. No, no, Cecily, be too good for that. 
Forget a poor friend! when fuch giddy folks, 
chance to get a tumble, they may &en thank them- 


felves if nobody be ready to help em up. 


Cecily H. Now, I woyld*nt have faid ſuch words 
to you Dick, you know, ſo you do, if I was to be 
| | made 
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made a queen it would be my pride, Dick, to ſhare 
all my gold with brother and you. 
Dick D My dear Cis, well, Pm ſorry, faith I am 


and if ever I or my family ſhould come to fortune 


but, pſhaw ! damn it, my father keeps a chandler's 


ſhop, without cuſtom. 


— 


Enter WaI TER x. 


Waiter, The cloth's laid for you, in the other 
room, Gentlemen; you can't dine here. 
Dic D. Why ſo? - 


Waiter. The Church-wardens come to eat a great 


dinner, once a month, for the good of the poor— this 
is their day. | 5 

Zekiel H. That's as they do down with us. -But 
I could never find out, why ſtuffing a churchwarden's 


guts, was for the good of the poor of the pariſh. 


Dick D. Not | neither, unle s he got a ſurfeit 


that carried him off, come, Zckiel, you ſhall go 
preſently after the place, but firſt let's refreſh, what 


we eat, will be far the good of the pour, I'm cer-. 
Cis, your arm,---take my bundle you dog? 


tain. 
and don't drop any thing out, for Pye nothing to ſpare, 
come Cis, 


(Exeunt, 


— 
? * 


eee. 


as ee ictnoo6 


nare 


[ am 
22 


ler's 


ther 


reat 


this 


But 
en's 


rfeit 


g0 
vhat 


cer 


og? 


are, 


und, 


A COMEDY, 21 


ACT n. 


SCENE. 1.— Lad CARoLIVI Dou ER's Houfe, 


Enter CarOLINE, 


| WISH Kenrick were come back. My laſt hope 
hangs upon the anſwer he will bring me. World! 
world! — when affluence points the teleſeope, how 
cloſcly docs it attract thy venal inhabitants! how 
magnified are all thy ſales! Let poverty reverſe 
the glaſs, far diſtant docs it caſt them ſrom us, and 
the features of friendſhip are dwindled into nothing. 
—{ hear him coming; 


Enter Kenu1cx. 


Well, K-nrick, you have carried the letter? 

Kenrick. Indeed | have, Miſs Caroline. 

( aroline And what anſwer from my father's old 
friend. K.nrick ? | 

Kenrick F:ith now vour fathr's old friend, 
begging your pardon—anſwered like a big black- 

uard. , 

Caroline Surely, Kenrick, he could not look ſur- 
priſed at iy application? _— 

Kenrick. Faith, he looked for all the world as if 
he had ſwallowed a battle of vinegar. When was 
his honour's (your poor deceaſed father's) butler, and 
helped this old friend to good bumpers of madcire, 
and be-hanged to him; he made clear another fort of 


a face of it. 
Caraline, And has he ſent no letter in anſwer ? 
Kenrick 
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Kenrick, Not a ſyllable at this preſent writing, it 
was all by verbal word of dirty mouth, 

Caroline. Inſulting ! 

Kenrick. Give iny compliments to Miſs Caroline 
Dormer, —ſays he,—and ic!) ber Pm ſorry for her 
misfortunes : bleſs you ſays I,—but | can't be of the 
ſmalleſt ſervice to her: the devil run away with you, 
think I, | 

Caroline, Did he ſſign no reaſon ? 

Kenrick. Och to be ſure, an old ſkin flint, doesn't 
he always give you plenty of reafons for being hard- 
hearted — tis fitting he ſhould Miſs, becauſe 
the caſe requires it, but, compaſſion is compaſſion ; 
and that's reaſon - enough for ſhewing it, in con- 
ſcience. | | 

( ar». ine But what ſaid he, Kenrick ? 

Ke+rick Her father, Mr. Dormer's, bankruptey, 
faid 1c—and 4 terrible deal of work, too, ſays I; for, 
yo know, Miſs Caroline, my poor old maſter, reſt his 


foul, was one of the biggeſt merchants in the city of 


London 


' aroline, True, Kenrick ; but died almoſt one 
of its pooreſt inhabitants, ; 


Kenrich. That's wi t the old fellow ſaid: her 


father has «lied ſo involved, ſays he, that no prudent 
man can concern himſelf for the daughter, or run 
the riſque of mcdling with his affairs and ſo he 
ended with his refpc&s, and a parcel] of palaver to 
you—and an off. r ot half-a-crown to your humble 
ſervant, as an old acquaintance. 

( aroline. And yet had my father's prudence been 


of his complexion, I doubt, K nrick, wether this 


man would, now, have had half-a-crown to offer you. 
Kenrick. Och, now, if I had but minded 10 tell 
him, that==bur*l made the hilf-crown tcl] it him, as 
plain as it «ould ſpeak—<for | threw it upon the old 
miſer's table, with a great big whack ; and by my 
ſoul, he never jumped fo high at two and fix-pence, 
before, in all his beggarly born days. 


Caroline. 
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Caroline. Then there is no hope from that quar- 


it ter, Kenrick ? 


Kenrick. No more hope than there is in a dead 
coach horſe. ! | 


e Caroline, I would wiſh to be alone, Kenrick : pray 
r leave me. | 

c Kenrick. Leave you! and in grief, Miſs Caroline! 
E Caroline | wonlin'r have you, my good old man, 


a witneſs o my affliction. 
Kenrick. What, and was'nt my poor, dear de- 
't parted wife Judith, your own nurſ-—wet and dry, 
|- Wor many a good year; and is'nt myſelf Felix 
e Kenrick, your own foſter faticr, that have dandled 


you in theſe old arms, when you were the ſize of 2 
- dumpling; and will 1 leave you to tab on, after this 
faſhion ?—alone by yourſelt. (Half crying) 
Caroline. Pray, pray, be ſilent. Keurick! Oh, 
„, nature! ſpite of the inequalities which birth, or edu- 
r, eation have placed between thy children—ſtill nature 
1s with all thy ſoftneſs, I own thee! The tear of an 


of old and faithful ſcrvant, which bedews the ruins of 

his ſhelter, is an honeſt drop that penetrates the 

ne heart. | | 

Kenrick. Aye, cry away my poor dear Miſs 

er. Caroline, cry away, I ſhar'd the ſunſhine of your 

nt family, and it is but right that I ſhould go balves 
un in the ruin. | 


he Caroline. A poor two hundred pounds, Kenrick, 
to are now all that remain to me. | 
le Kenrick, Well, co:ne, two hundred pounds, now 


a days, are not to be ſneezed at, conſider how con- 
en ſoling it is, my dear Miſs, to think that with good 


1s management, it may be a matter of two years before 
u. you are left without a penny in the whole wide world, 
I —and that's four and twenty calender months, you 
as know, 

Id Caroline. Had this hollow friend of my father's 
ny exerted himſelf, in the wreek of our houſe's fortune, 
e, he might probably, have averted the penury which 

threatens me. | . 


. | Lennie lo- = 


, 
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Kenrick. Och, if I could but beat humanity it into 
his heart, through his carcaſe, I'd make him as ten- 
der as a ſucking pi pi 

Caroline, Lord Dabcrly's death, too, in the mo- 
ment of my difficulties In him I might ſtill have 
found a protector. 

Kenrick. Aye; and his brave ſon, too, the Hon. 
Henry Moreland, that was to have married vou. — 
Well, be of good heart, now—for he's dead che 
poor drowned youth! 

Caroline. Deſiſt, Kenrick, I beſeech you! 

Kenrich. Aye, well, now you are unhappy ; but 
you fee, Pm after making you happy: Jult as the 
two families had pop'd down, the man of your heart 
for your huſband, faith pop'd himſelf into the decent 
watery grave I am left the only tender friend you 
have to remind you of it 8 

Caroline. Remind ine no more, Kenrick, your 
_—_ is good ; but this is torment to me, inſtead 
01— 

[Zekiel ſpeaks thine] Above ſtairs? oh, very 
well, Ma'am—thank you, Ma'am. 

Caroline. Hark! I hear—l hear ſomebody enquir- 
ing for me, on the ſtairs. _ 

Kenrick. Now, what's the worſt of theſe lodgings, 
faith people come into your houſe, before you ,have 
opened the door. 


Caroline. Come in? 


A knock at the Door. 


Enter Zex1iEL and Cecily. 


keive you any buſineſs with me friend ? 

'Zehiel H. Why, yes, madum,---it be a _— 
bit of buſineſs, as a body, may ſay. 

Caroline. Well, young nan? | 

\ Zekiel H. Why, yes, ma'am, I become to 
Preys if I may abs {> bold, is'nt your aame, Az 


Caroline. Oh, I underſtand you come in conſe- 


of an advertiſment,—l believe you may leave us, 
Kenrick, 


A COMEDY. — 


Kenrick, (exit Kenrick) it was I who advertiſed for 
a ſervant. 

Zekiel H. And with permiſſion, Madam, I be come 
to offer for the place. 

Caroline You, honeſt friend, as a Maid Servant! 

Zekiel H. Yes—for Cecily—Curtley, Ceci ly. 

Cecily H. I do, brother, Zekiel. 

Zekiel H This be my ſiſter, Ma'am—We be 
newly come from Derbyſhire: —and lighting at the 
Blue-boar —the great Inn, in—Holbern—that—but, 
perhaps, you may frequent it, Madam? 

Caroline. Well, friend ? 

Zekriel H. Why we (tumbled upon your notice in 
- news, Madam—and ſo—and fo here we be, Ma- 

am. | 

Caroline. Have you ever been in ſervice, before 
child ? 

Cecily H. No, never, if you pleaſe, Madam.— 
was always with father, and minded the dairy. 

Caroline. And why did you quit your father, pray ? 

Cecily H. He died, if you pleaſe, Madam. It was 
a ſad day for brother and l Tis a cruel thing to 
loſe a good father, Madam. | 
Caroline. lt is, indeed, child. I can well feel 
it. | 

Cecily H. And when he dies in diſtreſs, too, 
Madam. / | 

Caroline. Did your father die fe, child? 

Zekiel ll. All along o' that damned Squire.— 
Mother ware gone Jong ago :---and when children 
be left deſtitute, it be hard to find a friend to compaſ- 
fionate *em. 5 | 

Caroline, I—I will be that friend. My power is 
Iittle—almoft nothing; but as far as it can go, you 
ſhall find a protection. 95 . 

Cecily H. Oh, the gracious - what a pure lady! 

Caroline. But can you refer me to any one for 2 
character? 5 . NT 

Zekiel H. I ha' gotten a character in my pocket, 
Ma'am. They tell me 2 the way thev do take 


moe: 
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| moſt characters in London. — a certificate · 
from Parion Brock, of our Pariſh. (Giving it. 
Caroline. Sce, What: can you do to be useful. 
Sei ; 
Cecily H. Oh, a power of things; — I can 
churn and feed the ducks, milk cows, and fatten a 
Pig, madam; . 
Zekiel H. Yes, yes, you will find ſiſter Cecily 
handy, I warrant her. 8 
Caroline. All theſe will be of little ſervice in 
London- 
Zekiel H. Od rabbir ir! PIPER ſhe will "Ha 
learn here, to put her hand to any thing. —Wor't 
you, Cecily 2 ic 
Cecily H. If 1 don? t, it ſhan't be for want of in- 
clination.—80 pleaſe you, my lady! ä 
Caroline. Well, child, come in the Leening, and 
you ſhall begin your ſervice. We ſhall not dilagree 
about Wages ; ; and you will be treated more like an 
humble friend, than a ſervant. Kenrick !—I ſhall 
have only yourſelf and a poor faithful Iriſhman. _ 
Zekiel H. An lriſhman! dang it, theſe Iriſlimen, 
as I've been told, be devils among the girls, my 


mind do miſgive me; for . be young and 


thoughilefs. 
Enter KENRI CK, 


Caroline. Shew theſ: good KLE down. en. 
Tick ? | 
Kenrick. Hat do that thing, Miſs Caroline. 

Zekiel H. Oh, then this be the Iriſhman. He ba 
a plagay old Gs indeed! come, there be 7 to 


fear about he. A good day to you, Madam. 
Curt'ſey, Cecily. | 


Kenrick. Come, you two go firſt ; for I aut be 
after ſhewing you the way, you know. SY ik. 
Caroline. This ſimple girl's ſtory approaches ſo 
near to my own, that it touches me. Poor innocence ! 
mine is a ſorry ſhelter in your wanderings ; yet it 
RV. * warmer than one more ſplendid. . For-—opu- 
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fence relieves ſometimes with coldneſs, ſometimes 
> with oftentation, ſometimes with levity : but ſympa- 
thy kindles the brighteſt ſpark that ſhines on the altar 
of compaſſion ; and tendernefs pours on it the ſweet- 
eſt balm that charity produces, when the afflited ad- 
miniſter to the afflicted. l | Exit. 


SCENE II. — Inn. 
Ener Doctor PancLoss and W alTER. 


Dr. Pan. Let the chariot turn about —DoQor 
Pangloſs in a Lord's chariot ! « Curru por-tatur 
eodem.” Juvenal,---Hem !---Waiter ! 8 

Maiter. Sir. ä 
Dr. Pan, Have you any gentleman here, who ar- 
rived this morning in the Stage? „ 
Maiter. There's one in the houſe, now, Sir, 
Dr. Pan. Is he juvenile ? | 

Waiter, No, Sir; he's Derbyſhise; 

Dr. Pan. He, he, he !---Of what appearance is 
rhe gentleman ?* * „„ 

Maiter. Why plaguy poor, Sir. | 

Dr. Pan. © Hold him rich, had he not a ſhirt.” 
Chancer:---Hem! Denominated the Honourable Mr. 
Dowlas ? Og | ; 

Waiter. Honourable!———he left his name plain 

Dowlas, at the bar, Sir. 
Dr. Pun. Plain Dowlas, did he? That will do : 
for all the reſt is leather” —— | 

Waiter, Leather, Sir! 

Dr. Pan. And Prunello. Pope.---Hem -- Tell. 

Mr. Dowlas a gentleman requeſts the honour of an 
_ nrterview, | 


5 OR 5 (Exit Waiter. © 
Dr. Pan. Never before did honour and affluence, let 

fall ſuch a ſhower on the head of Doctor Pangloſs!— 

Fortune, I thank thee !—Propitious Goddeſs, I an 

-. grateful I, thy ill- favoured child—who commenc- 

ed bis career in the loftieſt apartment of a mufhn- 
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maker, in Milk-alley—* little did I think, goed eafy 
man”—Shakeſpeare—of the riches and literary dig- 
nities which now Enter Diet) my pupil! 
Dick D. Well, where is the man that wants 
eh, yon are he, I ſuppole— _ | 
Dr. Pan. | am the man, young gentleman — 
* Homo Sum.” Tcrence ---Hem Sir, the perſon 
who now preſumes to addrefs you, is Peter Pangloſs, 
to whoſe name in the College of Aherdeen, is ſub- 
joined L. L. D. ſignifying Doctor of Laws; ro which 
has been recently added, the diſtinction of A. dou- 
ble S.—the Roman initials for Fellow of the Society 
of Arts, 85 
Dick D. Sir, Pam your moſt obedient, Richard 
Dowlas; to whoſe name, in his Taylor's bill, is ſub- 
joined. D. R. ſignifying Debtor, to which are added 
L. S. D. the Roman initials for Pounds, Shillings, and 
Pence. | 3 
Dr. Pan. Hal this youth was doubtleſs deſigned 
by deſtiny to move in the circles of faſhion; for he's 
dipt in debt, and makes a merit of telling it. 
Diet D. But what are your commands with me, 
Doctor? : | 5 
Dr. Pan. I have the honor, young gentleman, of 
| 1 depute d as Embaſſador to you, from your fa- 
ther. 8 
Dic D. Then you have the honour to be Ambaſ- 
ſador of as good-natured an old fellow, as ever ſold a 
halſpenny-worch of cheeſe in a chandler's ſhop. 
Dr. Pan. Pardon me, if on the ſubject of your 
father's chceſe, | adviſe you to be as mute as a mouſe 
in one, for the future. Twere better to keep that 
alta menta repoſtum. Virgil.- -Hem ! 4 
Dick D Why, what's the matter? — any misfor- 
tune ?---broke, I fear? „ 5 
Dr. Pan. No; not broke; but his name, as 'tis 
cuſtomary in theſe caſes, has appeared in the Ga- 
wc: -* ; ; 
Dick D. Not broke, but Gazetted---why Zounds ! 
and the Devil! | | 
Hl Dr. Pan 
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Dr. Pan. Check your 1 ohilofoglly ; ; 
when the wife of the great Socrates threw a---hum ! 
threw a tea- pot at his erudite head, he was as 
cool as a cucumber.---W hen Plato 

Dick D. Damn Plato !---what of my father? 

Dr. Pan. Don't damn Plato---the bees ſwarmed 
round his mellifluous mouth, as ſoon as he was ſwad- 
dled. ** Cum in cunis apes in labellis conſediſſent.” 
Cicero.---Hem/! | 

Dick D. | wiſh you had a ſwarm round your's, 
with all my heart---come to the point. 

Dr. Pan. In due time. But calm your choler.— 
% Ira furor brevis eſt.“ Horace. -Hem! [Gives 
a litter] ; 

Dick D. [Snatches it and breaks it pen]. Dear 
„Dick, this comes to inform you, I am in a perfect 

© ſtate of health, hoping you are the ſame“— Aye, 

that's the old beginning. it was my lot, laſt week, 

* to be made” a bankrupt, I ſuppoſc=—-to be made a 

__ =--what ?---to be made. © a PEAR”? !---a pear· to be 

be made a pearl What the devil docs he mean by 
that 2 

Dr. Pan. A Peer-—a Peer of the realm. -His 
Lordih:p's orthography is a little loofe, but ſeveral 
of his equals countenance the cuſtom, Lord * 
gerhead always (p-Ils Phyſician with an F. 

Diek D. [ Reads; on]! A Peer“ -—what, my 
father ? lam eleQitficd---old Danicl Dowlas made A 
Peer of the Realm? Lawyer Ferroll got ind my 
« tittle”---tittle---Oh, title 3. and an eſtate of Fif- 
« teen Thouſand, per ar num; whereby making me 
% out next a-kin to old Lord Di berly, becauſe he 
„died without hair.“ is an odd reaſon, by the 
Me bh be next a· kin to a nobluman becauſe he died 
baid 

— pan. His Lordſhip means heir, We, mall 
meliorate his ſtyle ſpeedily. Refoom it altogether.” 
R —-Hem! | 
Dich D. - ** Ken my carrot,” Carrot! ; 
5 D 3 14 Et. Pay, 
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Dr. Pan. He, he, he! Chariot, his Lordſhip 
means | | | 
Dic D. With Doctor Pangloſs in it.“ 

Dr. Pan, That's me. | 

Dick D. *© Reſpe@ him; for he's an L. L. D. and 
moreover an A. double 8.“ LBot /i bows. 

Dr. Pan. His Lordſhip kindly condeſcended to 
inſert that, at my requeſt. | ; 

Dick D. And J have made him your tutorer, to 
* mend your cakeloJogy.” eB prac 

Dr. Pan. Cacology :---from Kakos malus and Lo- 
gos verbum.---wvide Lexicon, ---Hem ! -— 

«© Dick DB. Come with the Doctor to my houſe, 
in Hanover-ſquare.” Hanover-ſ{quare !——* I 
remain your affectionate father to command, 

| «« DunzxLyY.” 

Dr. Pan. That's his Lordſhip's title. x 

Dick D. It is! . 

Dr. Pan. It is. | | Es 

Diel D. Say Sir, to a Lord's fon: You have no 
more manners than a Bear, h 

Dr. Pan. Bear! under favour, young gentleman, 
Tam the bear-leader ; being appointed your Tutor. 

Dick D. And what can you teach me ? 

Fr. Pan. Prudence don't forget yourſelf in ſud- 
den ſucceſs. Tecum Habita.“ Perſais.---Hem ! 

*Dick D. Prudence to a Nobleman's fon, with 
fifteen thouſand a year. 5 
Dr. Pan. Don't give way to your paſſions. 


Dic D. Give way---Zounds ! l'm wild mad | 


you teach me- pooh - I've been in London be fore, and 
know it requires no teaching to be a modern fine gen- 
tleman---why it all lies in a nutſhel] ;---Sport a curri- 
cle---walk Bond-ſtreet---pliy at Faro---get drunk--- 
dance reels---go to the Opera---cut off your tail---pull 
en your pantaloons---and there's a Buck of the firſt 
faſhion in town for you---Damme I dye think I don't 
know what's going ? p 


Dr. Pan. Mercy on me! 1 ſhall have a very reſrac- 


| — 


to underſtand, Mr. Dowlas: 
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Dick DP. Not at all; we'll be hand and glove to- 
gether. My litele Doctor, I'II drive you down to all 
the races, with my terrier between your legs, in a 
tandem. : | Til 

Dr Pan. Doctor Pangloſs, the philoſopher, with 
a terrier between his legs in a tandem. 

Dick D. I'Il tell you what, Dottor---Pll make you 
my long ſtop, at cricket--you ſhall draw corks, . when 
I'm Prefident---laugh at my joke before company 
ſqueeze lemons for punch---catt up the reckoning--- 
and woe betide you, if you don": keep ſober enough 
to ſee me ſafe home after a jollification ! 

Dr. Pan. Make me a long op, and a ſqueezer of 
lemons!---Zoaunds ! this is more fatiguing that walk- 
ing out with the Jap-dogs ! and are theſe the qualifi- 
cations for a Tutor, oung gentleman ? 

Dick D. To be "ane they are. It's the way that 
half the prig parſons, who educate us Honourables, 
jump into fat livings. 1 |: 

Dr. Pan, Tis well they jump into fomething fat, 
at laſt, for they muſt wear all the fleſh off their bones 


in . proceſs. a 


Diel D. Come, now, tutor, go you, and call the 
waiter? 3 
Dr. Pan. Go, and call !---Sir, Sir !---I'd have you 


Dick D. Aye, let us underſtand one another, 
doctor, my father, I take it, comes down handſomely 
to you, for your management of me? ; 

Dr. Pan. My Lord has been liberal. 5 

Dick D. But, 'tis I muſt manage you, doctor. 
ackdowledge this, and between ourſelves, Pll find 
means to double your pay.—— | | 

Dr. Pan. Double my Eg 

Lick D. Do you hefirare——why, man, you have 
ſer up for a modern tutor, without knowing your 
trade ? 35 1 

Dr. Pan. Double my pay !---ſay no more - Done. 
=== Adu eff.“ Terence. Gad l'te reached the 
right reading at laſt 3 

„ bo Ire. 
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Madam !---why you don't ſeem pleaſed, man, ſure, 
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« Pye often wiſh'd that I had clear 
For life, fx hundred pounds a year,”---Swife. 


---Hem I -Waiter? 26 

Enter Walter, | far 

h 

Dick D. That's right, tell him to pop my cloaths : 

and linen into the carriage, they are in that bun- of 
dle ? 

Dr. Pan. Here, put all the Honourable Mr. pi 

Dowlas's cloaths and linen into his father s, Lord % 

Auberly' s, chariot. | La 


Waiter All, — where are they, Sir? 
Al wrapt up in the Honourable Mr. 871 


ow las'spocket-handke chief. by 
Dick D. Sce them ſafe in, doctor, and PII be is 
with you. preſently? _ M 
Dr. Pan. | go, moſt worthy pupil. Six hundred 
ounds a year! . However deficient in the claſſics, 11 
his knowledge of arithmetick is admirable !---I've m 
often wiſh'd that I had clear, for life l 
Dick D. Nay, nay, don't be fo flow ? i | 
Dr. Pan. Swift.---Hem l- 'm gone. Exit. Fe 


_ Dick D. What am I to do with Zekiel and Cis?— v. 
When a poor man 1s grown great, his old . 
ance generally begins to be troubleſome, | 


Enter Zekn IEL, 


Zeliel H. Well, Iha'nt been Nat 

_ Dick D. No, you are come time: enough in all 
conſcience. 

Zekiel H. Cecily ha' gotten the place. I | al- 
inoft ſtark wild with j joy. Such a good-natured young 


and ſure you be glad of our good fortune, Dick. 
Diek D. Why, what do you? Oh, but he don't 
know yer, that I'm a Lord's ſon. I rejoice to deer of 
your ſucceſs, friend. Zekicl. FE 
Zekiel H. Why now, that's * los = 2 — 
Why you look mortal heavy and lumpiſh, Dick; no 
dad Ging; finec we ha' been our, 1 kope. . 
Dick D. 


* 
—_ 


E 
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Dick D. Oh, no! | 


Zekiel H. Eh?---Let's ha' a ſquint at you. Ol ra- 
bir, but ſoinething ha' happened You h#' ſeen your 
father, and things ha' gone croſſi h- -- Who haye been 
here, Dick? „ 

Dick D. Only a gentleman, who had the honour 
of being reputed Einbafſidor from my father. | 

Zekiel l. What a dickens, an Embrfſidor ! 
Piſh, now you be a queering a body. An Embaſſa- 
dor ſent from an old Chandler to Dick Dowlas, lawyer 
Latitat's clerk l- come, that be a good one, fegs ! 

Dick D. Dick Dowlas! and Lawyer's Clerk I- 
Sir, the gentleman came to inform me, that my father 
by being proved next of kin tothe late Lord 0 
is now Lord Duberly; by which means l'm the Hon. 
Mr. Dowlas, in $78 

Zekiel ll Odds fleſh. gi us your fiſt, Dick !— 
I neer ſhook the fiſt of an honourable àafore, in all 
my born days. Od Daniel made a lord I be main 
glad to hear it,—this be news -indeed ! but Dick, 
| hope he ha' gotten ſome ready along wi? his title, 
For a lord without money be but a fooliſh, wiſhy 
wajhv kind. of a thing a'ter all. . 

Dick D. My father's eſtate is 15,000). a year. 
6 Zekiel H Merey on us ! you ha? ta'en away my 

reath ! | 

Dick D. Well, Zekiel, Cis and you ſhall hear 
from m ſaon. 8 | | 

Zeliel H. Why you be'nt a going, Dick? 

DickD | muſt pay my duty to his Lordihip=-his 
chariot waits for me, below Woe have been ſome- 
time acquainted, Zckicl, and you may depend on 
my good offic-s. | 

Zekiel H. You do ſeem a little fruſtrated wi' thefe 
tidings, Dick.---I—-thould be loth io think our kind- 
neſs was a cooling. = PR 

Dick D. Oh, no! rely upon my protection. 

Zekiel H. Why, look ye, Dick Dowlas ; as to 
protection, and all that, we ha been old friends, 
and if I ſhould need it from you, it be no more nor 

Hs my 


24 HER AT LAW : 


my right to expect it, and your buſinefs to give it me. 
Bur Cecily ha' gatten a place, and I ha' hands and 
health to get a livelihood. Fortune, good, or bad, 
tries the man, they fay—and if I ſhould hap to be 
made a Lord to-morrow (as who can ſay what may 
ee e they ha” made one of an old Chand- 
ler) v1 
- Dick D. Well fir, and what then? 
 Zekiel H. Why then, the fineſt feather in my 
lordſhip's cap, wou'd be to ſhew there be as much 
ſhame in ſlighting'an old friend, becauſe he be poor, 
as there be pleaſure in owning him, when it be ont 
of our power to do him a ſervice. 
Dic D. You miſtake me, Zekiel—l—]—fdeath 
—Þ'm quite confounded. Pm trying to be as faſhi- 
onable as my neighbours; hut nature'comes in, and 
knocks it all in the head. FZekiel, give me your 
hand. ; 
- Zekiel H. Then there be a hearty Caſtleton flap 
for you. The graſp of an honeſt man can't difgrace 
the hand of a Duke, Dick. | 
- Dick D. You're a kind ſoul. Zekiel, I regard 
you ſincercly---l love wen and---damn it, I'm going 
too far now, for a Lord's fon. Pride and old friend- 
ſhin are fighting in me, *till I'm almoft bewildered--- 
you thall hear trom me, in a few hours. Good bye, 
\ Zekicl'; good bye. 4 [Exit. 
Zekiel H IT don't know what ails me, but I be 
. almoſt ready to cry.—Dick be a high-mettled youth, 
and this news ha' put him a little befide himſelf, I 
ſhould make a bit of allowance. His heart, I da 


— 


think, be in the right road, and when that be the 
caſe, he be a hard judge, that won't pardon an old 


friends ſpirits, when they do carry him a little way 
out on't. 9 95 | [Exeunt. 
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| SCENE 1 —4 Chamber in an Inn; 


my 5 | | * 

uch Enter STEDFasT, Mokx LAND and WAITER. 

20T, Bea „ 5 ; 

ont | Wairer. 

Aath 'F'ms way, gentlemen, if you pleaſe, this is our 
ſhi- Wbelt apartment, —our hotel provides dinners. x 

and Stedfaſt. No chattering ?—We have buſineſs — # 


'elcome, at laft, Mr. Moreland, to London. After 
wandering over foreign lands, with. what joy an 
Engliſhman ſets his foot on Britiſh ground! His 
heart ſwells with pleaſure as he drives through his 
at native foil, which ruddy labour has cultivated ; ' 


ard Wall he reaches this grand reſervoir of opulence, | 
omg In opulence which may well make him proud, for 
end- Wis honourable ſource is his countrymen's induſtry. ' 
2d--- More. To you, Stedfaſt; who have no private 
bye, ears, no anxieties for your family, the ſatisfaction 
Exit. nuſt be exquiſite. _ : | 
be Stedfaſt. Why, Pm am an 01d bathchelor, tis 


outh, WMrue—and without relations; but the whole coun- 
f. I Wiy is my family —I could not help thinking, as we 
I da Wolted to town, that every jolly peaſant, and every 
e the Whcrry cheek'd laſs, was a kind of humble brother 
n old Ind ſiſter to me; and they called forth my.affeQions 
> way Wccordingly, Rich or poor, great or ſmall, we 
reunt. Ill form one chain. Henry: May the larger and 
. ler links hold kindly together, till time ſlides into 
ternity. | ; bg. | 
More. A truce to theſe. refleQions now, my dear 
Piedfaſt.—they do your heart honour, but mine is 
ird with a thouſand apprebenfiong—my father !— 
ACT yy Careliae 
Stedfaſt. 


- tiever anſwered my letters? 
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Seedfaft. A father and a miſtrefs! duty and love, 
that's a flow fire, and a fierce blaze; and doubt: 
blowing the. bellows upon em. "Tis enough to 
ſcorch a young Huld a cinder. | . 

More. is ſtrange I never heard from either of 
them, After e{caping the perils of ſhipwreck! 


| After the ſufferings that followed—a father, a miſ- 


treſs, ſoon to be made a wife, might ſurely have ſent 
one line to teſtify their pieaſure at my preſervation. 


f | Stedfeft.” Aye, now make yourſelf miſerable, x 


young mind is too ſoon ſanguine, and therefore too 
ſoon depreſſed. | 


More. Why what ean be the reaſon they have 


o 


Stedfaſt. Um! there is one reaſon, indeed, 
More. You Fan me l- What can that be ? 
Stedfaſt. That they have never received thein. 


fore. Impoſſible! 
. . Stedfaſt, Nothing more likely; conſider, your 
laſt letter from. Quebec, told your father, Lord 
Duberly, that you had avenged all the buſineſs 
which had call'd you there, and that in three days 


you ſhould embark for England. . 
More. Well, that he never anſwered. 
Stediaſt. I can't tell—prohably not. Moſt peo- 


ple think it ſomewhat ſuperfluous to write to a cor- 


reſpondent at Quebec, after he has left the place. 


More. Pſhaw! Par bewildered.---But fince— 
Stedſaſt. Why fince, the chances have been 
againſt you.—Wreck'd on our paſſage—thrown upon 


the uninhabited part of the iſtand of Cape Breton— 


More. I ſhall never think ef it without horrof, 
nor without gratitude, Stedfaſt: To your friendly 
care, ſtrangers as we then were to each other, iu 
that frozen. ſhore of deſoiation, I owe my life. 

Stedlfaſt. Pſhaw —nonſence— We both met as 
fellow - paſſengers, and were fellow-Tufferers ; 1 
happened to be the tougheſt, that s ä I do as we 
would be done by, ib aterely a part of our duty * 


t. 


and friendly Indians. 


daily, on our re 


* 
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But, there's ſo much fuſs about it, now, that, I'm 
afraid the duty is too often neglected.— I ſuppoſe 
we ſhall ſoon thank our ſhoe-black for bruſhing out 
boots, though we reward Him for the buſinc(s, 

More. Let humanity, Stedfaſt 

Stedfaſt. Is every man's buſineſs, and the reward 
he will ultimately receive for it as far above human 
calculation. Bur come, thank providence, and not 
me.---To ſurvive at the end of two months, when 
moſt of the ſmall parcel of our comrades were dead, 
or dying about us, with cold and hunger, is no 
common eſcape. A | ö 

More. And then in a deſperate hope to launch our 
ſhattered boat in queſt of an inhabited country, and 


to be toſſed about for two months more, till benumb- 


ed and periſhing, we were diſcovered by the natives 


All this, Stedfaſt, was 


indeed a ſtout trial. 
Stedfaſt. Then away with trifling fears, now, 
ſince our deliveragce, we bave changed our ground, 
8 to England, the time- the 

diſtance---your letters---theirs---all may have miſ- 
carried. Ws 2 
More. May it prove ſo. 
father's and clear my doubts, 
Stedfaſt. Stay, ſtay, ſtay. You know "was at 
my requeſt you: drove to this hotel; now pray, at 


But let me haſten to my 


my requeſt let me wait on Lord Duberly, to pre- 


pare him for your appearance. | 
More. For what purpoſe ? 


 Stedfafl. A very evident one. The wreck of our 


ſhip, has doubtleſs, long been public in London. 


And as the crew and paſſengers are probably all ſup- 
poſed to have periſhed, your abrupt entrance at 


your fathers, might be roo much for him. 
More. You are perfectly right. In the moment 


when our paſſions are afloat, how beneficial is the 


cool advice of a friend to direct us. But ſhouldn't I 
give you à line of a to my father? 


Stedſaſt. 


* 
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SteHfaft.  Umph ! why according to uſual for 


-Indeed---but. I was never good at forms; und; ot 
this caſe, it may be better to let me introduce my- 
ſelf in my own way. I hope Lord Duberly is no 
ſtickler tor ceremonies, 3 
More. He has the manlieſt virtue and the warmeſt 
heart in the world, my friend, but I confeſs to thoſe 
u ho are unacquainted with them, theſe qualities are 
a little concealed by a coldneſs in his mannet᷑ that- 
3 Oh, I underſtand.— A little ſtately 
er ſo.— . | "0 
More. Only a little of the weille ceur about him. 
A Jong habit too, of haranguing in Parliament, hag 
a man a kind of dignity of deportment, and an eleva- 
tion of ſtyle not 12 met with every day you know. 
But Gentleman is written legibly upon his brow. ;-eru- 
dition ſhines thro' every poliſhed period of his lan- 
guage 3 and he 1s the beſt of men, and of fathers, 
lieve me. | | 1 © 
Stedfafl. Aye, aye, I ſece---I (fce.---Grand and 
ſtiff, bur of ſterling value, like an old faſhion'd.filver 
randleſticks.—Well III ſoon bring you an account of 
my embaſſy. 5 
More. And while you are at my father's, I'll walk 
to Mrs. Dormer's; my ſuſpence about Caroline is 
intolerable. I muſt Tee the good old gentleman, and 
he will break my arrival to bo daughter. of 
Stedfaſt. Meet me, then, here, in a couple of 
has es 
* Be it ſo, a thouſand thanks my dear Sted- 
faſt. | | ; | 
Stedſaſt. A thouſand fiddlefticks! I hate to be 
thank'd a thouſand times for a trifle.---I know, 'tis 
the language of the wy ; but modern complimentary 
cant is the coinage of diſhoneſty, for the. profeſſion 


exceeds the feeling; - and nine men in ten whe 
give it under their hands, that they are your de- 
voted humble ſervants, pledge themſelves to you 

for. much more than they ever mean to perform. 
. | = Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE II. Lord Dose AIVs Houfe. 


1 lady DuntnLy A covered wit Docrox PanGLoss. . 

2 7 

Fr | Lady D. And how does my Lord come on in his 
+ learning, Doctor? | | 

ſt Dr. Pan. Apt - very apt, indeed; for his age. 

ſe Defective in nothing, now, but words, phrafes and 

e grammar. | | 

. Lady D: Iwiſf you could learn him to follow my 

y example, and be a little gentee] :—but there's no 

| making a filk purſe out of a ſow's ear, they ſay. 

Þ Dr. Pan. Time may do much. But, as to my 

'S. Lord, every body hasn't your Ladyſhip's exquiſite 

4 elegance. Upon my ſoul a lie.“ Shakeſpeare 

b. Hem1 | on 

1 Lady D. A mighty pretty ſpoken man !—and you 

r- ite made tutorer, Pm told, Doctor, to my Dicky ? 

K Dr. Fan. That honour has accrued to your obſe- 
G guious ſervant, Peter Pangloſs: I have now the feli- 

d _ity.of ſuperintending your Ladyſhip's Diccy. 

Tr Lady P. I muſtn't have my ſon thwarted, Doctor 

df S for when he has his way in every thing, he's the 


ſweeteſt tempered youth-in Chriſtendom. : 
K Dr. Pan. An extraordinary inſtance of mildneſs! 
Is Lady D. Oh, as mild as mather's milk, I aflute- 
d you. And what is he to learn, doctor? 
Dr. Pan. Our readings will be various Logic, 


pf Ethics, and Mathematics ; Hiſtory, Foreign and Do- 
| meſtic ; Geography, Ancient and Modern ; . 
= and Travels, Antiquities, Britiſh» and Foreign, Na- 


tural Hiſtory, Natural and Moral philoſophy, Claſ-- 


e fics, Arts, and Sciences, Belles Lettres, and Miſcel- 
is lanies. | 6.” 
7 Lady D. Bleſs me | tis enough to batter the poo 
n |F boy's brains to a mummy. 

E Dr. Pan. A little learning 

- Lady D. Little !—a load | 

u Dr. Pan, © Is a dangerous thing.” Pope. Hem! 


Lady D. And you have left out the main article. 
; E.2 Dr. Pai. 


— —— — * — 
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Dr.-Pan. What may your Ladyſhip mean? 
Lady D. Mean !—Why dancing to be ſure. 
+ Dr. Pan. Doctor Pangloſs, the philoſopher, teach 
to dance! 
Lady D. Between whiles you might give Dick a 
leſſon or two in the hall—as my lord's valet plays on 
the kit, it will be quite _ to have you both 


in the houſe, you know. 


Dr. Pan, T his-is a 8 8 old Soi! 
With ſubmiſſion to your Ladyſhip, my buſineſs is with 


the head, not the heels, of my pupil, 


Lag D. Fiddle -faddle ! Lady Betty tens me, 


that the heads of young men of faſhion, now a days, 


are by no means overload ed. They are all left to 


the Barber and Dentiſt. 


Dr. Fan. "Twould be daring to diſpute fo Kell 
evident an axſom But if your Ladyſni 25 

Lady. D. Look ye doctor, he muſt learn to dance 
and jabber French, and I woud'nt give a braſs farden 


for any thing elfe—I know what's el ance, and 
deut find the gray mare the better horſe in this 


oufe, - I promiſe you. 


Dr. Pan. Her adyſhip, u is paramount, | 


«= -—* Pug femmina facti.“ Virgil.--Hemft 

Lady D. What's your pay here, Mr. tutorer ? 

Dr. Pan Three hundred per annum---that is 
no, thre erer 8 no matter: the reſt's between 
me and Fi ' (Afde )* a 

Lay — as I dir. & you, in private, and, 70 
prevent ok Pil double it. 

Pr Pan Double it! What, again !---nine bus- 


dred per ann. ! I'M take it!---** Your hand, a Cove- 
nant; ' Shakeſpeare. -— Hem! Zounds! ve got be- 


ond the reading at laſt “ Pye often wiſh'd that 
had clear for life“ I hear my Lordw Nine 
W pounds a year!” Switt. —Hem! 


nner 
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Enter Lox DunzrLy and Dicx DowLas. 


Lord D. Come along, Dick, here he is again my 
1 Twiſt, the Taylor, happened to come in pro- 


miſcuoully, as I may fay, and 


Dr: an. Accidentally, my Lord, would be better. 
Lord D Aye, accidentally—with a. ſuit of my 
Lord Docktail's under his arm—and as we were 
in a bit of a rumpus, to rig out Dick, wb 
Dr. an. Dreſs,---not rig---unicis metaphorically. 
Lord D. Well, dreſs out, —why we—humph f 
Dr. don't bother. In ſhort we popt Dick into them, 
and Twiſt ſays they hit to a hair. | 
Dick D. Yes, they are quite the dandy; arn't 
they, muther ?—This is all the go, now, they ſay— 
cut ftraight—that's the thing—ſquare waiſt—wrap- 
over the knee, and all that - ſlouch is the word now ! 
Lady D. Exceedingly genteel, I declare! Turn 
about, Dick; they don't pinch you, do they? | 
Dich D. Oh, no! juſt as if [had been meaſured; 
Lord D. Pinch ! lord love vou, my lady, they 
ſer like a ſack, - But why don't you ſtand up? the 
boy rolls about like a porpus in a ſtorm. 7 
Lady. D. The very air and grace of our your 
nobility 1 | 
iel D Thar's the faſhian. father — that's moc ern 
eaſe - young Oats, the bean brewer. from the bot o', 
brought it down, Init Chriſtmas, to Caſtleron. A 
young fellow is nothing now without the Bond- Meet 
roll, a - te-th-pick between his teeth, and his knuc- 
kles cru umd into his coat pockets—then away you 
go, lounging lazily azong—On, Tom — What, Will! 
Rol in, away, you ſec— How axe you Jack? - What, 
my little Dolly! —nat's the way Isn't it, mo- 
ther ? 9 | I 
Lird D. Is it? Grace muſt have got pl:guy lim- 
her, then, and lopt of lat-.—There's the laſt lord 
Duberly's father done in ou” dinin.s oom, with a wig 
as wide as a waſh-tub, and ſtuck up 2s ſtiff as a poker. 
He was one of your tip-tops, too, in his time, they 
De "I. + tell 
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w_ me z—he carried a gold ftick before George- the 
M 

Lady D. Ves; and looks for all the world as 
ſtraight as if he had ſwallowed it. < 

Lord D. No matter for that, my lady; what 
ſignifies dignity without it's eraleriſliel—4 man 
Mould know l to bemean himſelf, when he is as 
rich as Pluto. 

Dr. Pan. nam. if you pleafe, my Lord. — 
— Pluto, no doubt, has diſciples and followers of 
fa — « But Plutus is the ruler of riches.” Heſiod. 
Hemm _ 

Lord D. There, Dick, d'ye hear how the tutorer 
talks? oh rabbit it! he can ladle you out of latin 
by the quart and grunts greek like a pig. | I've 

in him three hundred a year, and ſettled all he's to 
: 7000" you. Han't I, doctor? | 

Dr. Pan. Certainly, my lord, © thrice ts thine ? 

Dich D. Yes; we know all about that—dor't we, 
Doctor? 

Dr. Pm. Decidedly, © and thrice to thine LE 

Lady D. Aye, aye, clearly underſtood—isn't t it, 
3 | 
Dr. Pan. Und oer, * end thrice again 10 
ele A nine ? Sheakſpeare---Hem ! ESTER 


Yi al pe Enter Jon v. 


vol. My Lord, there's a Mr. Stedfaſt below, 
wants to ſpeak to you about particular buſineſs. - 
2 Ind D. Muſter Stedfaſt ! never heard of Te 
name, curſe me, my lad ;—tell him Fl] be with him 
| Wiherwinkling of a bed-poſt. 
"Jon, Yes, my Lord. [Exit Join. 
Lach D | ſhall go with your r Lentils: through 
5 the gallery, for I muſt dreſs to attend Lady Betty. 
Lord B. Come, along, then my ee 
o with the tutorer—he'}] give you a leſſon in my 
gh of learning there ! I promiſe you. 
05 was looking at it * a row, this here very morn- 
12% 


vou. 
ing 


bur lordſhip's melt obegientt. 
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TIDE all Horace's Operas, doctor, and ſuch 
a ſight of French Books! but ſee by the books they 
are all written by Tom. Come along my Lady? | 

[Exit with Lady Duberly. 
. Dr. Pan, On what fubject, Mr. Dowlaſs, ſhall 
we commence on reſearches, this evening? 

Dick D. I., mean to light up the billiard-room 
— we'll knock about the balls a little, — 

Dr. Pan. Knock about the balls !---an admirable 
entrance upon a courſe of ſtudies !--- 

Dick D. Do you know any thing of the game ? 

Dr. Pan. I know bow to pocket, young gentle- 
man. 
Dick D. So do moſt tutors, Do Sar. 

Dr. Dan, If L could but perſuade you to peep 
into a claſſit..-- 6 

Dick D. Peep—why, you priz of a fellow, don't 
I pay you becauſe I won't pe ep? alk of this again, 
and Pm off in our contract. EXE 

Dr. Pan. Are you? I'm dumb.---—0* Mammon 


beads me on. Milton.---Hem ! Efollow. - 


6 8 ( Exeunt. 
5 l Enter STEDFAST. © Wit a. 


Stedfaft. A noble houſe, faith! and beſpeaks 
fome of that ſtately dignity in the owner ; which 
my friend Harry hinted to, me.— His lordſhip, I 


warrant, is as ſtiff as buckram—with a pompous 


diſplay of- language that puzzles a plain man to keep 


bim. af oy 
Join. Sir, his Lord ſhip ſaid' he'd be with;you in 
the twinkling of a bed-poft. ' [Exit John. 


Stedfaft. Zounds J. that's the oddeſt phraſe'for a 


fine ſpoken peer, I ever met with.—The ignorance 


of the ſervam, I ſuppoſe. Theſe hlockheads never 
know how to deliver a meſſage. Oh here he comes. 


Exter Loxp DuztnLy, ' 


Lord 
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Lad b. (Brus wilharly) Sis, you are kindly 


welcome. | 

Stedfaft. Kindly welcome! condeſcending at 
leaſt; but not quite ſo dignified as | expeQed,— 
{afddeNl am a rough traveller, my lord, ungifted with 
your flow of diction, and having real buſineſs, 1 
cruſt that without further preface, it may plead my 
apology. 5 

Lord D. Aye, aye, buſineſs is bufineſs; and 
words, you know butter no parſaĩp Eng 

Stedfafl. Butter no N !—why he's ſneering 
at my plainnefs ;—or 1 have miſtaken the perſon ; 
9 the honor, I think, of addreſſing Lord Du- 

nee | | 

Lird D. To be ſure you have, as ſure as eggs is 
eggs. Come, muſter—mayhap you may chule a 
morſe] rant? BW 

Sredfaft. Not any thing, Toon—_ 

bo 7. Don't th rg A drop of wine, now, 
or a ſneaker of punch or 


* Stedfaft. Nothing, my lord, —l am thunder: 


* D. Well, now then for the piece of bufl- 
ne ſs 3 | 
_ . Stedfaſfi, | bave' had fome fears, my lord, that I 
might be too abrupt in the diſcloſure 3 but, fince 
this introduction. 8 8 
Tord D. Oh, rot it! I was never for no long rig · 
marole, not I ! an honeſt man's meaning, needs. go 
Nourithes. Honeſty's like a good piece of roaft becf, 
Muſter. Stedfaſt, it lacks little garniſn, and the 
mbre plainer, the more palatable.— That's my ſemi- 
ment. 8 | TR 
Stedfaff. 1 admire your ſentiment, my lord 
but I can't ſay much for your language. en 
mult inform your lordſhip, that. no great ſength of 
time has elapſed: fince l — don't be — 
fr Quebec, in America. EN Er / 
Leed >. A Yankee doodle, may-hap?*? _ 


Lird 


American, my lord. 


Stedfaſl. And your lordſhi 
from any of his fellow paſſengers ? | 


it ſeems. 


Lord D. No offence 10 you, but ſeeing you 


have got a tawncvith tinge, (riſes) I thought you 
might be a little out- landiſh. | 


Stedfaft. I thall ever be proud in being able to fay 
that Jam an Engliſhman ; but ſhould ſuppoſe re- 
cently arrived from the country 1 have named, muſt 


inte reſt your feelin 


8. = | 

Lord D. Ini wks what's. he at? if 1 
ſeem not to underſtand, now, I ſhall make ſome 
pleaguy hole in my manners, | warrant. (aſide. 

Stedfaft, I perceive by your filence, that your 
lordihip, is affected. A perſon in your fituation 
cannot naturally be otherwiſe. Eo 
Lord D. Then it's the fathion, for a peer to be in 


1 


a pucker, when any body comes from Quebec, in 


America, (afide) 
Stedfaft, Pray inform me, my lord, have you 


; received any letter from your ſon, fince he wrote to 
adviſe you,he had finiſhed the bufineſs which induced 


you to ſend him from home, and,. that, he was. im- 


mediatcly preparing to meet you in London? 


Lord D. Since that? no, to be ſure. Why. 
lord” love you, he ſet out directly after it, on pur- 
poſe to come. | 


* 


p has heard no news 


Lord D. Fellow paſſengers! — no, not I—nei- 


. 
. 


ther inſide nor out. 


Stedfaftl. Infide nor out! It's, plain, however, 
that we are all ſuppoſed to have gone to the, bottom. 
( Afide:) Know then, wy Lord, I was his tcllow- 
paſſenger. | SE 

Lord D. Was you? You are juſt come up then, 


Stedfaſt. Come up! This is an eaſy way of talk- 
ing to a man ſuppoſ.d to be drowned, _ (Afrde. ) I 
1 am' here, you ſee, my Lord; but providence be 
praiſed, it was never my fate to go down, 

Lord D. Well, well, that's no matter of mine. 
Vour fate may have lain another way, to be ſure, as 
you ſay. RN 


— 
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Seda. Another way !=Zounds ! he can't dare 
to infinuate, that I was born to be hanged ! Aide) 
He appears the molt ignorant, unfeeling ——Hcar 
me, my Lord. Has vour fon ever been dear to you? 

Lord D. Plaguy dear, indeed, muſter Stedfaſt; 
enly ax DoQor es. | 

Stedſaſt. An :orimate, I ſuppoſe, to whom your 
Lordſhip has unburthened your mind, in private? 

Lord D. Yes, he mends my cakelalogy every 
morning, and is moreover a great philoſopher. 

Stedfaft. On ſuch an occaſion, a father might well 
call in pH phy to his aſſiſtance. 

Lord D | hired him a purpoſe. | 

Stecdfaſt. Hired him !---Hired a philoſopher to 
conſole hiin for the death ef his fon !---Delicacy, is 
ſuperfluous here, I ſee.——In ſhort, my Lord, 1 
come to inform you, your ſon, loſt as he has been to 

* has newly and une xpectedly entered inte 
ife. 1 
Tord D. Well; and what then?! - walls 
_ Stefu/! What then ! The brutal apathy in this 
pot of a Peer, makes me ready to beat him. (Afiae.) | 
ny then, he has this day arrived in town; here, 
in this metropolis, 8 
Lord D. Why, what figniſies a cock and a buſl 
ſtory. about what | know already. | | 

Stedfafl. Know it !---It mult. be by inſpiration, 
then. By what ſupernatural ſign have you diſcover- 
ed his arrival ? 8 
Lord D. What fign?---Why a Blue- boar. 

 Stedfajt. My Lord, my Lord. ignoraoce 
Iittle, indeed, from the account I received from a 
blindly affeRionate youth, did | expect to find ir here. 
Ignorance may palliate meanneſs and-buffoonery, and 
merely meet contempt, but want of feeling excites 
ipdiznarion. You have ſhacked me, aud I. leave 
you From exaltcd rank like yours, my Lord men 
look for exalted virtue; and when theſe are coupled, 
they epmmand reſpect, and grace each mther ;---but 
lic Groney, which gives and receives fplend 2 — a 
0 : e men 


A coup. 9 


when fixed on the brow of merit, glitters on the 

worthlefs head, like a mark of diſgrace, to render 

vice, folly, and en conſpicuous. 

; Exit. 

Lord D. That t ere chap's mad! he has put 

ur me all of - twitter. If my Lady had happened te. 
be here, I'm ſure ſhe. would have paſpired with 

ry fear, ME FORT | | 


Enter Jon x. 


John. My Lord. 

Lord D. Has the porter let out that there man? 
to Jon. Yes, my Lord. 
, Is Lerd B. Never let him clap his damned ugly 
„I mug in theſe here doors again. He is as mad as any 
poor foul ander a fatue of lunacy. Shut the door, 
dye hear. Od rabbit it! if Peers are to be fright- 
ened in this here faſhion, I'd rather ſerve ſoap and 
candles again in comfort at Goſport, | [Exeunt, 


SCENE i Enter Dien DowLas and Zexirl. 
Houss nun. 


Diet D. Well, but at” this unſcaſonable time. 
gon, pore H. I couldn't help i it, Dick. 

over - Dick D. Isn't the faſhion to pay a viſit at this time , 
f the evening——who let you in? 

Zekiel H. Why a fat man iu the hall, that pop t 

ur of a leather chli that comes al over his head 
ke a tub. 

Dick D. The potter, 1 ſup le. 2 

Zekiel H. Belike it was. He has WY 2 a 
xcites is ſhoulders, and a fight of binding, that log ike 
leave Harſley and butter, about his waiſtcoat, 

men Dick D. But why did you come now? | 

upicd, Þ Zetiel H. Why 140 tell you, | was uneaſy 3h 

„Dick, 1 ld t ha? ſtaid away, if | was, 2 
a axed Tort, —You did promiſe to meet us, this 


Dick 


=. * HER AT LAW : 


Diet D. T have been prevented; we young ſellows 
of faſhion can't anſwer for our hours. | 

 Zehiel Hl. Ah, Dick, London faſhions and friend- 
ſhip, I do fear, go ſeldom cheek by jowl. I ha' juſt 
left Cecily at the place. : 

* Dick D. Well, and what of her, Zekiel? 
' Zekiel Il. Poor ſoul! ſhe ha' been ſobbing, ready 
to burit her heart. | 

Dick D. Cecily in tears !—for what? 
 Zekiel H. All along o' you, man. You did pro- 
miſe to come, and ſhe do tell me, the ne'er knowd 
you to break your word till you were made a gentle- 
man. I ſaid all I could to comfort her. 
Dic D. And what did you l.y, Zekiel? 

Zeliel H. Why | told her, that you had always 
dealt fair and open with her, 'till now—and if you 
could be honeſt to her when vou were a lawyer, 
there might be ſome hope of your being ſo now, even 
though you be an honourable. - | 

Dick D. Well, well; I ſhall ſee her to-morrow, f * 
and ſee you too, Zekiel; and ſeitle ſome plan for 
her; and F l 

Zeliel H. Plan? hy the plan be ſettled already 
and, you do know, ſhe be in place, and 

Dick D. Pſliaw !—in place will never do; I have F 
a liking for her, you know; and when—— | 1 

v 
V 


' Zekiel H. A liking! * _ 
Dicl D. Yes; that's a love, you know; and 
a. regard for you, Zekiel—and, in ſhort, a girl on 
whom Lord Duberly's ſon has fixed his affections, muſt 
not remain in ſervice ; it would diſgrace one of us. 1 
. Zekiel H. It can't diſgrace one of us, Dick. -A 
good girl who have loſt her parents ſupport, and do 
get her bread in honeſt induſtry, be a pride inſtead 4 
of a diſgrace, to any one that loves her, you % 
know. * ee e 
Dick D. I didn't mean that; 1 5 
| Zekiel H. Noa .- noa —bleſs you, 'tware only you 
| 9% heart run away wi' you. You do wiſh us wel 
dick—you do wiſh to ſerve us; and overſhot your 


{elf à little, ia what you ſaid, that be all. 


* 


. 


Di 
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ws Dick D. Why, look ye, Zekiel ; you are a well- 
meaning dad. | &. * 
nd-  Zekiel H, Aye, and ſo be you, Dick ; I ware getting 


uſt a bit tiffim wi? you at the Blue-boar. I did think 
þ ſudden pride ware going to turn you topſy-turvey—l 
was angry at myſelf, afterwards But I do beg 


ady your pardon—heartily, my good friend—faith hear- 

tily. | 3 

Dick D. Nay; hear me: tis fit we ſhould under- 

o- ſtand one another which we don't ſeem to do—ar 
«mf preſent. i 

* Zekiel H. Don't us! Ecod I ſhould be grie ved at 


that, Dick. 

Dick D. Liſten to me. My ſituation, you ſee, is 
much altered. = | 

Zeliel H. Woundedly indeed! 

houſe—and what a brate coat you ha' gotten on, 
YE": W Dick. | e 

Dick D. No matter; but there are ſituations in 
the world, Zekiel, that do not always tally: chance 
n for may remove one man fo far from another, in the rank 
| of life; that, tho' their good-will. may continue, the 
ſame cuſtom requires, that they ſhould not live exaQ- 


eady Iy—mind, I ſay, not exactly, on the ſame footing. 
"oe Zekiel H. I ſee what you be driving.at, Dick; I 
2 ſee it; 1 did fear it, all along. Well, well, II do 
know that I be'nt fir company for a Lord's ſon; but 
and! when a Lord was once a Chandler, I thought indeed 
| ; Eno thatter—bleſs thee, Dick. — I ſhall always 
* 0 wiſh thee well! „„ 
4 Dick D. Nay, nay ; ] dont mean that we ſhould 


LA ſeparate ; on the contrary, | wiſh we may be cloſer 
Ts in friendihip than ever. 


ha' patted'wi' my laſt farthing ro——no matter. 

"Dick D. There is no occaſion to take it in this 
manner; we may be both rich, both happy, Zckict : 
But, you know, how impoſſible it is for the ſon of a 

Peer ro marry your fifter: | | 
Zekiel H. Ay, aye, I do ſee it 
' Dick D. No af for that on earth ; for though 
the world places a e between Cis and meg as to 
matri. 


7 


Here be a 


*Zekiel H. Ab; Dick! I ba' loved thee !——I'd . 


it be all over. 


— 
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, matrimony ; yet it makes an allowance for every 
Thing elſe. LOL 

Zekiel H. I don't underſtand ye, Dick. 

Dick D. My rank not permitting the uſual forms 
between us, which my regard for her happineſs makes 
me wiſh, could take place; all I can now do is to 
_ raiſe her from future fear of poverty; and we may be 
man and wife in every thing but the ceremony. _ 

Zefiel H. Oh, now I do underſtand ye. Vou be 
a raſcal !-—— Odds fleſh! J ſhall choak a damn- 
ed raſcal=-—keep out o' my way or | may do ye a 
miſchief. | 
Diet D. Nay, but 

Zekiel H. Dick, Dick !---Had a ſtranger done this, 
F'd ha' knoeked him down: but a dear friend, to turn 
traitor bur ſts into tears. Damme, it's too much, 
Il can't ſtand it! 8 

Dic D. Well; but only hear mem— 

Zeliel H. H hi” heard too much, already. 
{To Dich.) Rot it! I be aſhamed to be ſuch a blub 
berer ! — But the greateſt ſhame do light upon you. 

Dick D. I begin to feel that it does, Zekiel. 

Zekiel H. And well you may. If it be the part of 
a Lord's ſon to ſtab lits friend to the heart, by robbing 
his ſiſter of her honeſty, much good may do ye, wi 
Four grandeur.---But let me tell your grandeur this, 
Mr Dowlas; you do know fame at (little enow to be 


flure) of the laa; and the laa of the land do make no 


difference between a Pcer and a Ploughman---if you 
do dare ta hurt Cecily, the laa ſhall lay-you flat, in 
the firſt place, and my ploughman's fiſt, in the ſecond | 
and fo my ſarvice to you. [Exit. 

Dick D. My heart upbraids me. I have wound- 
ed, at one blow, an koneſt man, and an inngcent girl, 
whom reaſon and inclination tell me to love. Now, 
am I fo mere a beginner, that whether this is, or is 
not faſhionable, carſe me, if I kgow ; but I have 
been told it is. I muſt go deeper into its myſteries, 
.or abſtain from it altogether; and, I feel ſo muck 
pain already, that in this ſame career of faſhion, 
where feeling they ſay is bapiſhed, I ſhall make a very 
aukward figure. (Exeunt. 
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„„ 
SCENE I.— Lady Ciroting Doxuzx's Poufe, 
Cetily diſtrorred ſeated, erying, and leaning on Zekiel, 
Te nin. 


Do you, do ye cheer up a bit, ſiſter Cecily? 
don't ye take on ſo don't ye, now ! 

Cecily B. O, Zekiel ! for certain my poor keart 
will break. 

Zehiel H. Don't ye, ſay fo, Cecily; for chat 
wou'd go nigh to break mine. 

Ceeily H. | never will give ear to a lawy erz vows 
as long us I do breathe. 

Zeel H. Aye, chat be what alt the girls ſay 
over and over. 

Cecily H. A baſe perjury man 

Zeliel H. That he The [he ha' ſtung me to the 
— 0 A Viper land offer to abuſe you. damn 

im 

Cecily H. Oh, don't you ſay that of him, Zekiel, 
I can't bear that, tho” he has been ſo eruel to me. 

Zehiel H. Then pfuck up a bit of ſpirit, now;— 
Pray ye do. You' ha' gotten a good place you do know, 

and things will go well cnow, I warrant us. How 
dos't like madam, eh, Cecily? 

Cetily H. Purely ! i ſhe is ſo- tender and kind to 

me, Zekiel—Heigho! . 
Zeliel H. Come, dry your tears, now, Cecily. 
I would be main glad ro find madam be % Kind to 
ou. What did ye do, a'ter Pleft you laſt? 

Ceeily ll. Why 1 was put pootly, Zckiel.—I 
Thad been crying you know. 
an” H. Ves, yes, but don't ye up ary more, - 

ect] 
Coll H. And when, madam Eurolitie ſaw it, 
ſhe was ſo kind, and fo comfort ble to me 
Zeliel H. Was ſhe 7— good foul ! 
c =o And ſhe bid we go to HORN ſpoke 


as 
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as Tweet, and took as much care of me, as poor 
mother ht to do: 


Zekiel H, Bleſs her for it, if | be ever able to 
make a return, Pll—_ -. | 
Cecily H. Dear, I hear her in next room! the. is 
vp f and if ſhe ſhould catch us here..- There now. 
Caroline, Cicely, child ! 1 thought you had'nt 
riſen.— I did'nt with you to attend it you were un- 
well, my poor girl! 

Cecily H, Thank you, madam. 

Zekiel H. Thank you very kindly, RE 

Caroline Oh, your brother, I ſce. b 

Zehiel H. Ar your humble ſervice, madam, I 
made bold to call to ſee how ſiſter were, and to-make 
my humble duty to you, madam. Cecily do tell me 

ou ha' been main kind to her. We be poor, madam, 
ut I do hope you will be pleaſed to take our thanks, 
without oftence. - 

Caroline Offence ! honeſt friend to merit and 
receive the thanks of the poor, is one of the heart's 
beſt gratifications. 

Zekiel H. She he main good natured, indeed 
II had a little bit of a favour to aſk, madam, 

Caroline Whar is it, friend ? 

. Zekiel H Why here be a ſcrap of paper IS 
it were poor fathei's--if you would by pleaſed to 
tell me if it be worth any thing, now it be ſo old.--- 
(gives a Lottery Ticket.) 

Caroline It is worth enquiring after.---"Tis an old 
Lottery Ticket. (returning it. ) 
 Zekiel H. Plhal then it be of little good. — 
Father had no luck that way but, for all mother 
could ſay, he was always a dabbling, and a dabbling. 
bout it, at ſhop, tho' do with you 
a dutitul good morning, madam, 

Caroline A good day, friend. 

Zekiel H. (apart to Cecily.) Pluck a 1 do ye 
now, Cecily, Gi” me a buſs.---there, now, let that 
comfort ye, a bit.---Pll call an bye.---A good day to 
you, madam, (Exit Zekiel. 

Caroline. Vou do not look recover'd yet, Cecily. 

Cecily H. I ſhall be better in time, If you pleaſe, : 
madam, | 
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Citroline, Come, child---you mu'{nt give way to 
low ſpirits. Your fituation 1s new to you, indeed 
but this fickle world is full of hangers Ceeily. 

Cecily Il (crying) Oh, dear me! - ſure enough 
this world is full of beklenefs and change! | 

Caroline. Well, but do not cry thus, child! 

Cecily H. | muſt cry, if you pleaſe, madam, 1 
can't help it, indeed, I can't. | 

Caroline. Poor girl! does any thing preſs heavy 
en your mind, 5 : 

Cecily H. Ves, yes, madam. 

Caroline. What is it? is it in my ability to re- 
lieve you ? 

Cecily H. Oh, no, madam. ---I''s- quite out of 
your power to give me what I have loſt, 

Caroline. Loft child ! have you loſt any thing 5 
ſince you came to London ? 

Cecily H. Ves, madam. 

Caroline. Any ching you brouglit up in the coach 
with you ? 

Cecily H. Yes, madam: 

Caroline. Your cloaths ? ora TAY ? 0 
Ceeily H. No, madam.. 

Caroline. What then, child? 

Cecily H. A young man, madam.” 

Croline. Loſt a young man, Cecily 1. 

Cecily H. He was once the trueſt hearted yourk | 
Lawyer Lattitat's clerk,” of our town, it you pleaſe, 
madam-—we were to be married—Brother was | 

RW to it; and now he has baſely left me, and 

| becanfe he grown rich and great. 

Caroline. What fince laſt night! That is * 
what ſudden, indeed! 

Cecily H. Aye, I ſhonld as ſoon losk'd to have 
2 as to think my Dick would be made a lord's 
on 

Caroline Made a lord's ſon ! how, Cecily ? 

Cecily H. I don't know how they make lord's ſon's 
madam—but his father has had a good for une, by a 
death, and ſo Dick is now fon to Lord Duverly. 

Caroline. Lord Dub rly, good acavyens ! how 

F 3 | chat 


—— — 2 
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that name azirates me! the preſcnt Lord Duberly, 
ou mean, Cicily. 

Cicily Il Yes, if you pleaſe, madam, the laſt 
ford—Zekicl heard all from the porter—the laſt 
lord's fon was drowned at fea, they ſay—perhaps you 

have heard on't, madam ? 

. 1 have—l have indeed, Cecily — 


| (a; itat-d ) 


Cecily H. Oh dear! an't you well, madam ? 

Caroline. Yes, I—I— tis nothing, Cecily.— and 
ſo your lover, poor wench, has deſerted you ? 

- Cecily H. Oh, worſe than that, madam, brother 
is almoſt out of his wits about .it,---for he ſaid a baſe 
eruel man !---He weuld make my fortune by ruin- 
8 me. 

Caroline. Poor fimplicity! dry your tears, my 
good girl! and rather rejoice that you have eſcaped 
the ſnares of a profligate, you ſhall not want pro- 
tection while I can give it you. 

Cecily H, Heaven bleſs you ! you are very kind, 


| madam. | 


Enter KenkrICck haftily. 


1 Och, murther, murther, your very 
kind, madam, Miſs Caroline. 
„ Well, Kenrick ? 


Renrick, Och, why did'nt 1 die before I was 


born, to ſee this ill looking day ! 


' Caroline, Why, what's the matter? 

Kenrick. The matter! and havn't I trotted into 
Lombard-ſtreet, to get your draught turned into 
money ? | 

(.aroline, To be ſure—far there lies ou little which 


I now poſſeſs, Kenrick. 


* Kenrick. Aye, by my ſoul, there it lies, like m 
ould uncle, Dennis Kenrick, in Carrickfargus Church- 
wo for we ſhall never ſee it again, as long as we 


Ilve 


Caroline. Good heavens! you alarm me 
ſurely the houſe has'nt fail'd? 
Kenrick. No, faith, the houſe ſtands an upright, 


juſt where ir did, but the old thief of a banker, 


has'nt a Aeg left to bleſs himſelf with. 
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Caroline. Broke ! 

Kenrick. Aye, by. my ſoul, broke horſe and foot—. 
and ſo bad, they ſay, that all the devils in hell can't 
mend him. 9 : 
Caroline. Then, indeed, am completely ruined ! 

: [ fenks in a chatr, 

Cecily H. (Running to her.) No, don't youylay- 


fo, Madam! 


Kenrick. Don't grieve! my ſweet Miſs Caroline, 
don't grieve! Och, the devil! my ould heart's as 
full as a baſket of eggs. Pray now, keep. up your 


- » 


ſpirits, for you have loſt every farthing you have in 
the world. | 

Cecily H, Oh, the Gracious! Is that it ? Pray, 
if you pleaſe, Madam, don't take on ſo, then. For 
F have money. | | 

Kenrick. What have you money? | 

Cecily. H. Aye, that | have: and while I have ten 
good pounds, that poor mother left me, in my box, 
and a filver watch, it ſhall never be ſaid that I kept 
it from one in diſtreſs, who has been ſo kind to me. 

Kenrick. Maſha gra gal ma chree was you! what 
a pity. it is now, that a generous heart hasn't always 
a heavy purſe to keep it company. | 

Caroline. My poor girl! your grateful attach- 
ment touches mel muſt retire and think of do 
not follow me, Cecily FI] confult on meaſurcs to 
—oh, providenoe ! for what miſeries am 1 or- 


dained ! . [ Exit. 


Cecily· H. Dear, hope | havnt given madam 


offence, by what | ſaid? 


Kenrick. No, my ſweet one ! youre a little angel 
in a mob cap.---What will 1 do now? there's my 
Watch and my Buckles, and my——by my ſoul 


now, i'd pawn myſelf if the pawn-vroker would 


tend me any thing upon me---come with me and 


conſult, little one.---Faith, 1 havnt a brother, ora 


* nephew, or a couſin garman, or a father, or an 


(kiff or kin little bit of a kinſan) left to aſſiſt in all 


this botheration.---Come, little one? och! what an 


ould long winded” beaſt am J, now, to have out- 


 tved all my loving relations. | Exeunt, 
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. Stedfaft; Be more yourſelf, Henry. Firmneſs in 
e moment of difappointnient—— | | 
More. Diſappointment !——'tis-torture---it Tacks 

me—— Caroline . fled; none knows whither — un- 
protected! Perhaps expoſed to want too } to ng 
penury ! The account, though confuſed, which 
fon of the late Mr. Dormer's houſe---why not have 
gone to my father's ?=--Caroline might there have 
relied on an aſſylum. | | 
Stedfaſt. Umph! perhaps not. Om 
More. Oh, Stedfaſt! how little you know: of my 
worthy father's heart. A 2 
Stedſaſt Yes, Pve had a ſpecimen. 5 
More. Why did you prevent me from going. to 
Him laſt night? | : 

Stedfaſt. After the ill news you had juſt received, 

at the late Mr. Dormer's, your mind was too much 

a gitated for ſuch an encounter. 

More. Well, well; you ſee | followed your 
commands, You rule me like a child, Stedfaft ; I 
went to bed, but not to reſt=--why ſhoulder you then, 
explain every thing ? 5 2 

Stedſaſt. You were unfit to hear any thing. You 
were almoſt diſtradted. Twas ſufficient that I ſent 
word to Lord Duberly, that you would pay your 

duty to him, to-day, after breakfaſt. 5 

Mere. Well, you ſaw my father? | 

Hedfaſt. | did. 3 3 

Wore. And he received you with that compla- 
ſency ſo friendly a meſſenger deſerved. 


Stedfaſt. hy to ſay the truth, I foond none of 


thar ſtately dignity abont him, which you led me 10 
expe. * 555 
More. To you, of courſe; when you explained the 
purport of your viſit, be would throw that aſide. The 
Ren lerneſs of the father ſoftened the auſterity of 
habit, and his language came warm-from the heart, 


| ab laſi night from the unfeeling wretch in poſ- 
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Stedfaft. Upon my ſoul, "would puzzle me to tell 
where it came from: but to do him juſtice (notwith- 
ſtanding his harangues in the Houſe of Peers, which 
you talk'd of) his language was as little Parliamentary 
as any language I ever heard in my life. | 

More. Oh, yours was no meeting of formality. 
Buſineſs like yours called for no powp of words on 
either ſide, 

Stedfaft. Words l no- ſo his Lordſhip ſeemed' 
to think, when he told me they buttered no e 

More. My father! You jeſt, ſure? 

Stedfaſt. Indeed, I do not—and I'm afraid my 
dear young fricnd, your ardent feelings have painted 
the parental affection of Lord Duberly, in warmer 


colours than it merits. 


More. Good Heaven] what do you wo? 


. Sredfaft. To be plain, he received the account of 
his loſt ton's arrival with more than coldneſs. 


Mere. Oh, you miſtook my dear father's man- 
ner. * *. 
Stedfaft. Nothing could be leſs equivocal— He 
treated me with but that doesn't ſignify. —— 
When introduced myſelf by informing him, that I 
came from Quebec 

Mare. Aye ; that mult have excited his attention. 
He made a thouſand enquiries ? 0 

Stedfaſt. No, faith. Ogly one. 

More. What was chat? 55 

Stedfaſt. Pihaw —irivial- merely ribaldry. — 
Damn it, Pm aſhamed for his ſake, and yours, to 
mention it. 

More. Nay, nay ; I entreat you tell me. | 

Stedfaſt. Why he aſked if pia if! was a 
yaukee doodle, if you muſt have it. 

More. Lou aſtonith me! 

Stedfaſt. Not more than T was aftoaiſhes. In 
ſhort, inſtead of finding the fond, anxious, agitated,” 
father, i met a man reckleſs of his child's fate, and 
treating the man who brought him the news of a ſons 
preſervation with levity and inſult. 

More. ' Impoſſible !  'Tis not his nature, ; 

" Sttafaft. Nay, eren with viSooncry,” Fe. dae 
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More. Take care, Stedfaſt—you may have mif- 
eonceived; but I muſt not have my father's character 
made an ill-timed ſport. 
Stedfaſt. Nay, tis ſportive enough in itſelf, for 
that matter | 

More. Sportive! 2 a 

Steafaſt. Yes, beyond comprehenſion. He deals 
in witchcraft, it ſeems ;—for he was even jocular 
enough to tell me that he had a ſamiliar in the ſhape 
of a Blue-boar, who had given him intelligence of 
your arrival. I confeſs, I was ſhocked. | 
More. As | am Stedfaſt, ſhocked at your attempt 
in a moment like this, to trifle with the feelings of 
a friend, and endeayour to ſully a venerable charac- 
ter, too well eſtabliſhed to be tainted by the breath ' 
of miſrepreſcntation. 

. e aft. Why, Zounds! I tell you that Lord 

cnc 5-49 CER . 

More. Lord Duberly, Sir, is as incapable of the 
conduct and language you have deſcribed, as I am 
indapable of hearing it without reſentment. | 
DE. Reſentment ! you are warm, Mr. More- 
ne | 

More. I have reaſon, Sir. Look at the man— 
Look at Lord Duberly his very countenance con- 
tradiQts the aſſertion. 33 N 

Stedfaſt. Why, I don't know. I believe, fince 
you ſaid it, that gentleman was once written Tegibly 
en his brow-—but damme, if time hasn't ſcratched 
out the writing, as thoroughly as ever writing was 
ſeratehed out in the world. I 

More. This condud of yours ſhall not go unpu- 
miſhed, Mr. Stedfaſt. : | | 
Stedfaſt. Unpuniſhed, young man! | 2 
More No, by Hcaven! Such a groſs aſperſion 
c my good and worthy father, ſhall be antwered 
With the life of that man — = 0 

| &tedfaft. Who lately ſaved your's, Henry. 1 
More. Mr. Stedfaſt, 11 85 IN E 

Stedfaſt. Young man, *tis well for us, that win- uy 
ter's enough. have paſſed ever my head, to make my 
blood flow in. a tenperate current.— Did it run vio! 
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like yours, we might now be cutting one another's 
throats, Would it pleaſe you, think you, to have 
done me that office? . 3 
More. Pleaſe mel lt makes me ſhudder ! 
Stedfaft Vet this, now, is what the world calls 
fatisfaction. U truſt, I am as little daunted with bi 
words, and a ſtern look, as moſt men. But the ok: 


courage, Henry, is founded on reaſon ;—and were 
the head oftner permitted to check the paſſions of 


the heart, there would be leſs fatal encounters, on 
fooliſh cauſes, and the peace of many a parent, wife 
and child might remain unbroken, 

More. Oh, Stedfaſt! The man that reaſons thus 
would ſurely never mean to {port with my anxieties. 
here muſt be ſome miſtake ; pray pardon nie, 
and accompany me to my father's. Aſſiſt me in un- 
ravelling this myſtery which confounds me. Can 
you forgive my heat! Es, | 

Stedfaſt.. From the very bottom of my heart, 


Henry: — for, however raſh in itſelf, the impulfe was 


filial piety ; and that with me will amply excuſe it. 
h | LExit. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Dicx DowLas with Doctor PANGLOSs. 


Dick D. it don't ſignify, Doctor; | can't reſt till 
I have feen Cecily, : 

Dr. Pan. What's a tutor's power over a pupil in 
love ?---Annihilated.---True tho' trite, that, Omnia 
vinoie amor. Ovid.---Hem !---Is ſhe pretty? 

Dick D. What's that to you ? | 
Dr. Pan. Nothing. I'm dead to the faſcinations 
of beauty fince that unguarded day of dalliance, 
when being full of Bacchus. Baccki plenus,”--- 
Nos < Show my pocket was picked of a metal 
watch, at the Sceptre, in Shoe-lane, | | 

Dick B. This is the houfe. I've told you my ſto- 
ry—and as you value ny three hundred a year, Doc- 
tor, be ready to aſſiſt me, either by meſſage, letter, 


or——but, what a damned gig you look like ? 


— — 


E 
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Dr. Pan. A gig? Umph! that's an Eton phraſe-- 
the Weſtminſter call it Quiz. 


Dich D. And you are the 3 ſure, that ever 


was diſpatched on love's embaſſies, from the court of 


- cupfd. 


Dr. Pan. Tm not proud of the nn Take my 


| council, and drop the purſuit. © Refrain, de ſiſi, 
© define.” Terence.---Hem ! 4 


Dic D. Why, look'ye, doctor, --I've done an 


injury to two worthy fouls; and ] can't reſt till“ ve 


made reparation. We are all of us wrong, at times, 


| doctor, but a man doubles his ill-couduct, when he 


is too proud to make an avology for it. 
Dr. Pan. Vet, confeſſing our faults, Mr. Dow- 


lafs--- 


Dick D. Is only ſaying in other words, YoQor, 
that we were wiſer to-day, than we were yeſterday. 

Dr. Pan. Plenty of 5 however, for 
your conduct. At lovers pers juries they ſay---' 

Dick D. Well, what do they ſay? 

Dr. Pan. They ſay Jove 7 ia 1 5 Shakeſpeare 
----Hem ! Phaon left Sappho ; Theſeus, Ariadne, 
Demophoon, Phyllis, Oneas, Dido. 

Dick D. Oh, damn Dido. 

Dr. Pax, Damn Dido ?--:Well, damn Dido? or 
with all my heart. She was daughter to king Belus 
of Tyre; but as very a virago--- 

Dick D. Well, we need not go fo far for exam- 
7 5 knock at that door? (pointing to M. D. 

Dr. Pan. Double? 

Dick D. Zounds ! no; you'll ſpoi] alla ſneak 
ing fingle tap, like a dun, Doctor. 

Dr. Pan. Like a dun? | know the knock vel, 
Mr. Dowlaſs. 

Dick D. And when tis given, get out of the way 
for a while. 

Dy. Pan. My conſtant cuſtom on ſuch an occaſion, 


| , Knocks, M. D.) There's the thorough, thump of 
2 Creditor.— I never heard it, but I ran away upon 


7 


1 * a ---Hem 1 | (Exit, 


US % For Hope wh 
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Enter Cæcil v, Dicx 5s forward with his back be- 
awards her. 


Cecily H. Dear, ſure ſomebody knock'd---! ſee 
nobody but that gentleman, neither,---:t.could not be 
he, for if foorman thump ſo loud, for certain, your 
gentlefolks muſt beat the door down.---Was it, you 
that knock'd, pray, Sir? (Dick turns round, Cecily 
ſereams. ) Don't come near me ? 

Dick D. My dear Cecily! 

Cecily H. Oh, Dick! Dick! (cries, and falls 
in is arms.) 4 Si | x 

Dick D. I cannot bear this, your tears go to my 
very ſoul, Cecily. | | 

Cecily H. Tis you have been the cauſe of them, 
you have almoſt cut my poor heart in two. | 

Dick D. My own ſuffers for it ſufficiently, be- 
lieve me. 5 . 

Cecily H. How could you be ſo barbarous to 
me? but, indeed, indeed, I forgive you ---Your 
cruelty will coſt me many a tear, but this is the laſt 
time 1 ſhall ever upbraid you. 

Dick D. Oh! I deſerve all your reproaches. 

Cecily H. If I had coine to fortune, and you had 
been poor, Dick, I would have flown to you, and 
cheered you in your poverty—l would have poured 
my gold at your feet; I would have ſhared all my 
joys with you, and told you, that riches could never _ 
change my heart. | | 

Dick D. And I come now, to ſhare all mine-with 
you, Cecily, : 

Cecily H. Oh, no, Dick ! my lot is very humble, 
but I ſcorn the gold that would buy my honeſty. We 
muſt never, never, meet any more: but indeed, it- 
deed, I do truly wiſh you may be proſperous, though 
you ſought my ruin. Bleſs you, Dick : and 'if ever 


poor Cecily comes into your mind, think that ſhe pray 


to Heaven to forgive you, for trying to harm her in- 
nocence, whoſe greateſt blefling would have been, to 
make you happy. | (Going. 

Dick D. Stay, ſtay, and hear me; 1 entreat you. 
come to ſuc your pardon l come in repentance, 
Ceeily. 


G 
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Cecily H. And do you repent ? 

Dick D. I do; moſt earneſtly. 

Cecily HH. Thar i is ſome comfort to me. For your 
own heart will be eaſier, and I ſhall bear my hard lot 
better, now. For! know your great friends will ne- 
ver let you ſtoop to one in my ſtation, Ah! times are 
much changed with us, Dick ! 

Dick D. However changed, they ſhall not now 
alter my purpoſe, Cecily, | have been dazzled, and 
I have wounded you, og Rh covered myſclf too, 
with ſhame and conſuſion; but if they can minke 
atonement, my fortune, my heart, and my hand, are 
all at your ſervice, - 

' Cecily H. Your hand! 1,---I, ſhall be able to 
ſpeak more ſoon---oh ! Dick! 

Dick D. My dear, dear Cecily, 1 roſe ſtrangely 
to rank; and | ſhall, now, perhaps, in the eyes of 
the great world, ſtrangely ſupport it; for, | am 
afraid Cis, that half your young fellows of taſhion, 
would rather ſeem wicked than ridiculous ; but 
I ſhall never, for the future, think that marrying a 
worthy woman, whom chance has placed beneath us 
in life, can be any diſgrace, while ſeducing her is 
reckoned among profligate fops, a matter of triumph. 
Dry. dry your tears, Cecily. + 

Cecily H. Theſe are not like the tears I ſhed 
a while ago---they are tears of joy, Dick !---Hark ! 
am called. 

Dich D. One moment, tell me you forgive. me ? 

Cecily H. Forgive you! Oh, Dick—you bave 


made me happy! how this will comfort my poor 


Cecily. 


Cech H. Oh, Twill tell him all—and—hbark! 


Pm called again. 


Dic D. Adieu! Iwill ee Foo: very, very foon, 
Farew 5 pie 


© Cecily H. Good bye—and— 

Dick D Come kiſs—and—good bye. ( fait Cis. 
hat one kiſs of lovely virtue is worth a million of 
times more, than all ſe blardiſhments that wealth and 


hs 


Dick D. 1 ſhall be aſhamed to. meet him again, | 


na mo 
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luxury can purchaſe. Were the devil, now, is this 


doctor? I am brimfull of joy, and ! have nobody to 


communicate 7 
Enter Docron Pax Loss. 


oh ! you are returned embrace me, doctor. Open 
wide your arms, in friendly congratulation and em- 
brace, you prig of a tutor, the happieſt fellow in chriſ- 
tendom. 

Dr. Pan. Bleſs me !---why we're in the middle of 
the ſtreet !---Decorum, Mr. Dou las. 

Dick D. Damn decorum ; 'm out of my ſenſes. 

Dr. Pan, Heaven forbid ! for it would be as clear 
a nine hundred a year out of my pocket, as ever man 


loſt in his life.---What's the news? 


Dick D. The news? why I am going to be 
married. 

Dr. Pan, Married! mercy on me! Then he's 
mad, indeed Tribus anticyris caput inſanabile.”--- 
Horace. ---Hem !----Confider the | 

Dick D. Pſha—Þv no time tro—come---come with 
me to my fathef's—I'Il explain to him---and— 

Dr. Pan, Only reflect. 

Dich D. Reflect! look'ye here, you grave mu- 
tard-pot of a philoſopher,—you mall dance a jig, 
down the ſtreet with me, to ſhew. your ſympathy. in 
my happineſs. 

Dr. Pan. A Doctor of Laws dance a jig in the 
open ftreet ! 

Dick 1) Foot i.“ Over the hills and far away.“ 

Dr. Pan. | wiſh you-were far away, b all my 
heart. 

Dick D. Dance—dance—or damn me I cut off 
your three hundred a year in a twinkling. 

Dr. Fan. Will you ?—oh, the——-** a flouri/7 of 
trumpets.” Shakeſpeare—Hem '— « over the hills. 
and far away.” ——[Exit hand and hand, ſinging. 
and dancing. 1 


floating in my diſordered mind. 
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SCENE I. 4 Street, 


Kenkics.. 


'Fo be ſure misfortune isn't a neat touchſtone 


to try friendſhip upon. Paith, now, all my loving 
friends deſerve a decent kicking; and, by my 
ſon}, I believe they expected it from my hands; for 
I no ſonner ſaid the word lend“ - but they all turn- 
ed their backs tome. How my poor ould bones ache 
and fure the biggeſt bone about me is in my heart, 
for that aches more than all the other half of m 

body. Och, my poor Miſs Caroline! what will 


do, now you're agrcund, to keep your pretty little 


chin above water! if we could have kept the brave 

Mr. Henry Morelarid's chin above water, now ! but 
he's gone---be's gone; and twenty humane ſocieties 
couldn't bring him bacx . Pl make bold juſt to 
reſt me a bit at this door, Don't be frightened, good 
gentleman within, for | an't coming to borrow any 
money from you. [Sits down at door.] Faith, this 
ſtep is like my dear friends hearts; for, by St. Patrick, 
it's as could and as hard as a hailſtone. EL 

Stedfaſi. Nay, nay be patient, Henry, 


More. My dear friend 'tis impoſſihle. The blow 


is too great; ſo good ſo kind a father leſt ! and his 


death ſo ſtrangely explained to me! indeed, indeed 


Stedfaſt, my ſpirit is almoſt broken. | 
Kenriebr1.. can't ſee their faces, now, but ſure theſe 
two muſt be a rich man that won't lend, and a bor- 


rower; for one is trotting about in great diſtreſs, and 
t'other as cool as a cucumber. | 


Stedfaft. Come, come, Henry ; the encounter was 
a ſtrange one, tis true; and the ſhock ſudden. When 
you entered a fither's houſe, and prepared to leap 
into a father's arms, to meet that low wretch, who 
has cauſed all our miſtakes, was indeed | 
Mere. Oh, it diſtracts me! ſo many things are 
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Stedfaft. But 'tis neceſſary you ſhou'd be colleRted, 
now, abſolutely neceſſary. You muſt do ſpeedy 
juſtice to yourſelf, to the memory of your departed 
father. How came you not to diſcover yourfelf to 
that lump of ignorance, who has jump'd into your 
inheritance ? 

More. I was ſtaggered ; | heard enough from 
him to unravel all; and 'tis well perhaps, we with- 
drew ſo abruptly, | might have done ſomerhing raſh 
at the moment. Oh, Stedfaſt, I ſhall fink under it! 

Stedfafl. For ſhame, Henry ! fye on this wWeak⸗ 
neſs! Sink under it! Decent forrow for a near loſs is. 
amiable; and modeſt nature never looks more love- 
ly, than when the filia! tear ſteals gently on the tomb 
of a parent: but deſperate grief ontrages manhood: 
and religion; for inthe trials, which we all are born 
to undergo, Henry, the man and the chriſtian forgets 
his duties to providence, and to himſelf, when he 
joſes his reſignation and his fortitude. 

More. You are an able ard kind counſellor; my 
friend ! I will endeavour to be more firm. 
| Stedfaft. Come, let us go back to our hotel: vou 
may there compoſe yourſelf, 

Kenrick. (gets up) So, having lin a reſt, PII 
go home with my bad news to "conſole poor Miſs 
Caroline. (comes forward.) 


Mare. (ſeeing Kenrick.) cannor be miſtaken i in 


that face — eh? Keurick! 


Kenrick. Eh? why ſure it can't be! ! ſure my ould 
eyes are fo bad, that | ſee what's inviſible ! * 

More. lt is he! Oh, Kenrick !, my good old man, 
tell me where is my Caroline? 

Kenrick Och, faith it's himſelf, ir's himſelf, ab 
himfelf!—ſafe, ſound, and dry, without a wet rag 
about him! 

More. But inform me, my honeſt Kiorich of. 

 Kenrick, Hubbaboo? hubbaboo! och, I' 20 
wild! Pil go mad! don't ſpeak to me yet, my dear 
ſweet Mr. Henry! och; good luck to the day when 
your honour walk'd aſhore after you were drowned. 

| More. But tell me Kenrick, o. 

heh, Les Pil tell you, Pl} tell you . | 
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upon my ſoul, you muſt wait abit: I believe I was 
drowned m ſelf—for the ſalt-water runs out of wy 
eyes by pail-fulls. 
| Stedfaft. | ck fellow -an old ſer rant of Mr. 
b ormers, I ſuppoſe. 


More. Well now ſpea Kenrick—ob, tell me, is 
Caroline ſafe? * _ 

, Kenrick. In troth, and the is! Rs! 

More, Thank Heaven ! And in London? 

Kenrick Yes, in this wide dirty town; and big 
as it is, their isn't a thirteen to be had, for love or 
money, to help her out of her diſtreſs. | 

More. Her diſtreſs! But l feared it. Let me fly 
to Es and you are ſurely with her ſtill, Ken- 
Tick ? 

Kenrick., With her! and is it yourſelf, Mr. Henry, 
that. can aſk Kenrick ſuch a queſtion ? or would I 
eave my friends in their need, that ſupported me in 
their proſperity ?=Och, the devil fly away with hint 
that would, I ſay. 

- Stedfaſt. Honeſt fellow ! 

More. Pardon me, my good honeſt Kenrick.——1 

now. not what I fay. Conduct me to her, and you 

I explain all by the way. 

"Kenrick, Conduct you ! faith, ould as I am, 1'I1 
80 hopping over all the kennels home with you, as 
nimble as a jack-da w. Oel. St. Patrick be praiſed, 


.. [Eit. 
More. Come then, Stedfaſt. 


Steaſaſt. Come, Henry. I'll ſee you to the door 
of Miſs ormer, and then leave you. And on this 


een my gear friend, let me heartily congratu- 
ate 


ou. Such an event as this, comes moſt oppor- 
tuneſy; and it may prove to you, Henry, in this che- 
| quered life of joy and ſorrow, that Providence has 
ever ſome ba lm in ſtore to pour into the wounds that 
It inflicts; and that the worſt of griefs may be afſuag- 


* by the ping power who chaſtensus ! elena 

| SCENE 1I. 
Euter Lo kD and L.xpv Dosen LY. 
uh. E liſten, my lady, . 


ny 


ing him drink. 
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Lady D. Then I muſt'nt liſten to you, my Lord. 
Lord D. Um—why Tue been almoſt feared our 
of my ſeven ſenſes, for certain, — The old man that 
was here laſt night, ruſhed in with another young 
one with him,fthis morning. | can't make head nor 
tail of what he wants for my part. But, as to Dick, 
he'll certainly break his heart, if he dos'nt marry 


this here wench. 


Lady D. | wonder, my Lord, you can think of 
ſuch a thing —A Peer's ſon to marry a maid-fervant! 
Lord D. Od rabbit it, my lady, now don't be 
obſtrapulous. You know when his father married 
you, you was but a clear-ſtarcher. 05 

Lady D. That's quite another ſort of an affair; 
and you might have more manners than to mention it 
now; but as to learning you elegance—ah! we 
may take the horſe to the water, but there's no mak- 

Ld D. Nay, I am ſure I did' at mean no diſ- 
paragement to you— for you was counted, on all 
hands, the beſt getter- up of ſmall linen, in our 
town. Here's. the doctor, let's ax his advice in this 
here buſinefs.— a 4 


Enter Doctor PAN Loss. 


Pray now, doctor, you muſt know we're in à bit 


of a quandiary, doctor. | 
Dr. Pan. Your lordſhip had better be in an un- 
certainty ? 7 Een Th 
Lord D. Why, lord, luve you, ifs lam, mum. 
Pray did'nt. you never hear of no great man that was 
married to a farmer's daughter? ; 
Dr. Pan. Walter marquis of Lombardy 
Id D. There, my lady ! what do you think of that? 
damn it, if the Marquis ſmouſed Grizzle, Dick may 


- * * 


marry the maid ſcrvant. | 
Dr. Pan. My Pupil '=-Zounds, my ſalary 
« Tremor occupat artus.” Virgil-Hem my in- 
come totter — * 1 44 bh 
Lard D. And in that there cafe, . doQtor, your 
three hundred a year, muſt go te:the mending ef 
my Cakelolog. e N F 


id 
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Dr. Pan, But I ſhall loſe——no, * — Las- 
fus linguæ. — One annuity gone with my pupil! Ihen 
Pve only © clear for life, fx hundred pounds a year” 
---Swift ---Hem !--Madam ? 

Lady D. (Apart to. Panghſs.). You know, Doc- 
tor, my three hundred ſtops, the moment * ſon 
marries. 

Dr. Pan. Does it? Ob, Jupiter, if ever eontra- 
diction. crept into the boſom of beauteous woman— 


* Mutter formeſa.” Horace.---Hem !---Sruff a doub) © 


doſe into ther terrible old woman, and ſave the for” 
tunes of Peter Pangloſs. Here he comes. - 


* 


3355 


Enter Dick Dow. as. 


Dick Well, father, has my mother made vp 
her mind 


Lord D. Why, | eat tell Dick.—My lady ſeens. 
betwixt and betweeniſh, as a body may ſay. But i * 


all depends upon her vardick. 


Lady D. Well, ſhe is but a farmer's e 


they ſay, and what's a farmer, my dear? 
Dick D. Why, an Engliſh farmer, mother, 


one who ſupports his family and ſerves his — 


by his own induſtry in this land of commerce.— 
Mother, ſuch a charaQter will be always reſpect 
able. 

Lord D. That s right, Diek Father s Own fon to a 
hair. When | kept my ſhop at Goſport, I. 

Lady D. Huth, my lord.-<Well you---you were 
always my darling, you know, Dick; and, I can't 
find in my heart to give you a denial. 


Dr. Pan. Can't you] I wiſh you could find it in 


your tongue.---Six hundred a year, blown away * 
the breath of that Sybyl. 

Dick D. That's my good mother, you've made me 
10 happy, I, zounds, I ſhall run mad. 

Dr. Pan. Zounds ! and ſoſhall I 

Dick D. A thouſand thanks, my dear mather, pod 
my dear father, too; I'll get as drunk as—with n e 
Py, Doctor — wiſfi me joy à hundred times: 
Cecily, H. 


„ 


in leting me conduct you to Cecily 


——— — — 


4 
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Dr. Pan. A hundred times -I feel, Mr. Dow- 
laſs, on this occaſion, fix hundred times more than 
I know how to. expreſs. 

Dick D. And if you would but indulge me now, 


Lord D. Odd rot it, my Lady, let's humour Dick 
for once. The young ones like to be cooing and 
building. you know. 

Lady D. Why the coach, I believe, is at the door, 
my lord. - ( Exit with Lord Duberly, 

Lord D. Is it? hobs hay my lady. let's bundle, 
Dick, come Doctor Now you mus'nt make me 
ride backwards, my lady, —for you know I han't 
been uſed to a coach, and I thall certaintly be _ 
miſh if you do.—Come my lady 

Dick D. Come, Doctor, we loſe time ? 

Dr. Pan. Time '—iofe ! I've loſt as pretty a pair 
of ſnug annuities as —let me ſce “ Fake fi from 


ning.” — 
Dick D. Why, Doctor? 
A Tan: And three remains," Cake [oonnns 
Tem ! | 
Dick D. Come, conie—it's late? 
Dr. Pan Only three ? 8 
Dick D. Only three} why it's only ee man; 
but come, if you don't attend to my father better, 1 
can tell you he'll kick you and your three hundred a ' 
year to the devil. ; 
Dr. Pan. Will he ?——© O, for a Rouſe N 


wings f”-Shakſpeare—Hem !—l fly, Mr. Dowlafs. 


SCENE Ill. 


— 


Enter CxciLy with CAROLINE, 


Ceeily H. Indeed, 1 truly hope you are better, 
madam. | 


Caroline. I bave little reaſon to be ſo, Cecily. 
Cecily H. Oh, I hepe you have! and if the 


worſt comes to this: worſt—but l'm almoſt aſham'd to 


tell you, madam. 


Caroline. Innocence, like yours, my good girl, 
can know. moms it ſhould fear to reveal. 
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Cecily H. Why, I needn't be much afraid, neither 
for it's what a power of folks, rich and poor, do 
come to at laſt. ON 

Caroline, What's that, Cecily? 

Cecily H. Wedlock, Madam. | | 

Caroline. Indeed! this is unexpected, after what 
you told me this morning. | | 

Cecily'H. Aye, but you know, Madam, as to wed- 
lock, and all that, many things fall out between the 

eup and the lip, as they ſay. 5 

Caroline. (fighing.) Tis tos true, indeed, Cecily. 

Cecily H. And ſo my Dick came to our door, Ma- 
dam; tis but a little while agone—and his dear eyes 
were as ful] of tears! and you know that was a pity, 
Madam—for his eyes are ſo fine and ſo blue, 'tis a 
ſhame any thing ſhould ſpoil 'em. 

Caroline. Well, Cecily? | 

Cecily. And ſo we foon brought matters to bear, 
- Madam. | 

Caroline. How, Cecily ? | | 

Cecity. Why he looked fo ſorry that it made my 
heart bleed to fee him—and when I love him-ſo dear- 
ly it would be cruel not ro marry him when he aſked 
me. Don t you think ſo, Madam? 8 
Caroline May you be very, very happy!—'tis an 
eaſe to my mind, in the midſt of my misfortunes, to 
know that you will be provided for, I was on the 
how: of telling you, Cecily, that my reduced circum- 

ances would not permit me to keep you with me 
any longer. 


Cecily H Oh, dear! and was you going to be fo 


unkind to ine, Madam ? 


Caroline. Unkind to you my good girl ! oh, no! 


it would have touched me ſenfibly ro have ſent forth 
- ſimplicity like yours, unprotcRed.—But hard ne- 
ceſlity I rcjoice my good Cecily, rejoice ſincerely 
in your good fortunes. | | * 3 
Cecily H. Oh, madam ! I ſhould rejoice more at 
my * fortune, if you would but let me do what 
Pve been thinking on. 
Caroline, W nat is that, Cecily? | 
Cecily H. I hope you won't be angry at what Tm 
going to lay, madam. 


lol! 


Caroline. Oh impoſſible! ſpeak freely. 

Cecily H, Why, you know, madam, Dick's a 
lord's ſon; and when! am his wife, may do faft- 
as | pleaſe, for rich folk's wives, have heard fay, 
do juſt what they pleaſe in London.—Now, if you 
would but be ſo good, when 'm married, as to let 
me ſerve you for nothing. 

Caroline. No mere, no more, Cecily l 

Cecily H. And when my huſband gives me any 
money, if you would but be ſo kind as to borrow it of 
me, I ſhould be very much obliged to you, indeed, 
Madam! | 

( aroline, Oh! you have overpowered. me. [| falls 
on ( ecily's neck) Oh! Heaven !—how pure are all 
thy creatures endowed with reaſon, till worldly habits 


corrupꝭ them! 


{Zekiel ſings withent—Tol, lol, de rol, lol !} 
Caroline. What is that? 


Cecily H. Twas brother Zckiel's voice, ſure. 
He can't think to make ſuch a noiſe here! 


Enter Zx k III cafering and finging. 


Zekiel H. Tol de rol, lol, lol! Tol, lol, de 


rol lol lol! 
Cecily H. Mercy, Zekiel l- why you muſt be 


crazv, ſure! 


- Zekiel H. Zooks! andſol be, ſiſter— Tol lol de 
6 


Cecily H. Think where you are, brother! There's 
Madam. 


Zekiel H. Rabbit it, Madam, I do moſt humbly 
crave pardon—bur I be in ſuch a fluſteration ! 1 
ha' got—I ha' got—T ol de rol lol!— ha? got Twenty 
Thouſand Pounds | | 
* Cecily H. My gracious Twenty thouſand pounds: 
 Zekiel H Tol lol, de rol lol | | 
Cecily H. But ftand ſtill, now, brother Zekiel 
where did you get ſuch a ſight of money ? 

Zekiel H. Þ the lottery, laſs !i'the lottery. 
let me take a bit of breath —I do crave pardon, 
madam, —PFather's ticket=lct me take a bit of—have 
come a prize of———a bit of breath——dear, dear, 


®.. 
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madam, heaven ſend this luck do not ſet my ſimple 
brain a madding. i” 

Caroline Compoſe yourſelf, honeſt friend. 

Zekiel H. Ido humbly thank you, madam.— 
ha'——run all the way from Lottery Office, and 

. Cecily H. Well and what will you do with all this 
money, Zekiel ? 

Zeliel H. What will I do wi' it, Siſter Cecily ! 
Why what ſhou'd a man do wi' his riches? I will fiſt 
provide for ſuch as | do love, and then, lend a help- 
ing hand to them as be poor about me. 

Cerily H. Deur brother, 'tha's juſt” the thing — 
Come here, Zekicl—poor madam has fallen into 
great trouble. | | 

Zekiel H. Has ſhe ?---How ? | 

Cecily H. Why all her friends are dead it ſeems. 
._ Zekiel H. Poor ſoul! : | | 
. Cecily H. And her banker hole all the money ſhe 
had, this very morniog, and=——_ . | 

Zekiel H. Don't ye ſay any more, ſiſter Ceeily, 
hum — madam i=] be main glad to hear you 
be tumbled into misfortune—madam. 

Caroline. Glad, friend! 


Zekiel H. Main glad, indeed! becauſe you ha' 


been ſo kind to filter—and I be able now to return 
you the favour. 2 5 

Caroline. Oh, no more of that, Zekiel—you diſ- 
treſs me. V 

Zekiel H. With ſubmiſſion, Madam, I want to take 
away your diſtreſs. Here, Madam—[pulling out bank 
notes. Here be a hundred—and there be a five hun- 
dred—and there be Rabbit it] my hand do 
make too much to ſtand counting. 1 will ſpread em 


all upon a table here Take what you do want, 
Madam, and welcome; and thank you too, Madam. 


¶preading them on the table in @ great flurry. 
Caroline. | cannot — l cannot think friend, of. 
 (PBaith.) Pray ye do, now, Madam pray ye do! 
: Enter Lox and'Lavy DuztnLY.. | 
Caroline. Bleſs me | who's this? 


Led B. Beg pardon, Madam, byt the lande 


bid us bundle up. NE - 
Carolins. Your commands with me, Sir? 


y 
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Terd DB. Why the whole preamble of this affair 
is, that my lady and J=——fſpeak to the gentlewoman 
my lady | 
Lady D. Ah, you have a head; and ſo has a pin. 
We made bold to pay our reſpects, madam, having 
_ little buſineſs concerning a Laa. of your family. 
Lerd D. Les, and— 5 8 
 Cereline. To whom have I the honour of ſpeak- 
oon awe the bingur of foul 
A , you've the honour o ing to 
Lord Duberly, Madam. peating 
Tieliel H. What! (gathers up the Notes haflily; 
and comes forward.) 
Caroline, To Lord Duberly ! | 
Lord D. But Dick's coming up; with Doctor Pan- 
gloſs hard at his heels, and they'll tell yon the long 
and the ſhort on't. | 

Zekiel H. What Dick Dowlas Then you be 

the old chandler they ha' made a lord on ? 

Lady D. Old chandler, indeed! 
Zieliel H. Look ye, my lord Soap and Candles 
Lady D. Soap and candles 25 

' Zekiel H. Your font had better keep clear o' me, 
Jean tell him that. | 


Enter Doctor PancLos and Dicx DowL xs, 


_ Dick D. Cecily, let mem | | 
| Zehiel H. Stand off, Mr. Dowlas! ſtand off to 
think to come here to—od rabbit it! my fingers do 
itch to be at you. Keep you behind me, fiſter Cecily. 
Dick D. My dear Zekiel, — 
Zeliel H. Don't 55 hear me? Thur little truſt in 
fair words with foul actions. | 
Cecily H. Dear now, you are fs hafty, Zekiel'! 
Zekiel F. Hold your peace, Cecily. The beſt he 
that ever wore a head bad better be banged than ven- 
wre to harm you. CT 


Diel D. Cecily I find has not ezpla ned. Va here 
Zekich to make —— LA 
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| Zekiel H. You ha' ſtung me to the quick, you 


know you have. 

Dick D. | ſhare with you in all the pain, Zekiel, 
which I have ſo wantonly inflicted ; my heart ſmote 
me, even before you left ine; and eyery little reflecti- 
on convinced me, that in the vanity of ſudden fortune, 
I bad offered you and the woman of my heart, a bitter 
injury. I am thoughtleſs, Zekiel, but not deliberately 
baſe; and, if you can, once more take te your boſom 
a guilty, but repentant friend, © 

Zekiel. Oh, Dick, Dick © (runs and embraces him) 
my old companion ! ah, Dick, that be a ſtony boſom 
that can ſhut out an old friend, that be truly grieved 
for his faults, and do ſue for merey.— it be more than 
I ean do. | 7 

2 Dear, I'm ſo happy! 

ekiel H. You have made my heart many a pound 
the lighter, Nick, p 

Dick D. And my own, too, Zekiel ; and to prove 
my ſincerity, my father and mother here, are come 
with an offer of my hand to Cecily.— Father 

Tord D. Why, my L. dy here, is a little upon the 
grumpy order for his calling us chandlers, But for my 
part, I don't value that of a button. A man need'nt 
take no affront to be told he was born low, when he 
has got better in the world without no diſhoneſty,— 
There, children, be happy together. 


- Zekiel H. Why now, that's hearty, and as Iuck 


be apt to turn wi' us along—why I ha' gotten twenty 
thouſand pounds, and I warrant Cecily ſhall ha' ſome 


1 handſome, toſs'd in at the wedding. 


Dr. Pan. Twenty thouſand pounds !---[goes fer- 
ward to Zekiel.) Sir, as you will now need a tutor, 
to uſher you into life, three hundred per annum, are 
the trifling ternis of your obedient ſervant, Peter 
Pangloſs, L. L. D. and A double S. | | 

Lord D. How! 
Lady D. How! 1 
Cecily H. Aye, all in the lottery— I'll tell you. 
| [T hey retire up. 
Entor 


A COMEDY. 75 
Enter KE NRIcx. 


Kenrick Stand out of the way ! He's coming, 
my dear Miſs Caroline, he's coming. 

Caroline, Who, Kenrick ? | 

Renrick *Tis himſelf! tis himſelf——he's alive 
and leaping up ſtairs, like a ſalmon out of the water. 

Caroline, Who doyo mean ? 


Kenrick My dear, young, loſt maſter ; tis Mr. 


Henry himfelf, madam.— 


Enter MokRk LAND. 


Caroline My Henry! Oh ſupport me. (faints.) 

More. My Caroline | oh, let me claſp you to my 
heart, and ſhelter you there for ever. 

Lord B. Why, zounds that's the young ſuck- 
ling madman as ſcared me out of my ſenſes with 
the old one, this morning. 

Kenrick O bleſs 'em both! may they live to be 
happy to the end of the world, and a thouſand years 
after it. 

Caroline (recovering) This is too much! oh, 
Henry! do we once more meet! and after 


by what miracle have you eſcaped ? 


Kenrick Be ſatisfied ma'm, for he's too much 
bother'd to talk. But you ſee he's here and that's 
enough—the true, long loſt, Mr. Henry Moreland, 
Lord D. Eh? what? Henry Moreland ! Why 


'zounds! the late Lord Duberly's loft heir! 


More. Son and heir to that revered and reſpected 


man, be aſſured fir, You have done me the favor 


to be my tocum tenens in my abſence, and I am now 
return'd to relieye you trom further trouble. 
Lord D. Why, what the devil! have I only 


been a kind of a peer's warming-pan after all—juft _ 


- Pop'd into keep his place from getting cold, till he 


Jump'd into it. : - 
More. Nothing more believe me. I have wit- 

neſſes ſufficient, - ſhould it be neceſſary to identify my 

perſon in a minute, + | ROTO 


10 *. 15 a Lord. 
11 


- 


75 HEIR AT LAW: 
Lord D. Od rabbit it, then old Daniel Dowlas is 


ly D. Nor Deborah Dowlaſs, a Lady, 

Dich D, Nor Dick Dowlas an Honourable. 

Dr. Pan. Nor Peter Pangloſs a tutor. Now, 
thank Heaven 3 | 
Fat I'm nat worth aducat,” Otway. 
Hemm | ENG 

Zekiel H. Then it do ſeem at laſt, Dick, that ! 
be the rich man. and you the poor, od rabbit it! 
I be glad -on't! for I can now pleaſe myſelf wi 
Terving my friends. | 

More. Who is this, my Caroline? 

Caroline. An honeſt creature, Henry.,——Brother 
to this ſimple girl.—Their affection to me in my 
diſtreſs, bas been moſt 3 . 

More. Then it ſhall not ge unrewarded, my 
Caroline. | ; 

Zehiel H. Wi' humble ſubmiſſion, Sir, kindneſs 


te « fellow creature in diflreſs do reward itſelf. 
Thanks to the Lottery, we be rich, enow. But as 
Dick Dowlas be to marry Cecily, if you wou'd juſt 


. helping hand, for his father and | 
ere. 


Mere. Oh reſt contented, honeſt friend, I fall 


not diſpoſſeſs them without making a proper proviſion. 


Dr. Pan. My Lord. Hem T. Henry.) 1 
a boy ſhould bleſs your nuptials, which is now ſhortly 
about to take place, he will certainly require a 
tutor. Three hundred per annum are the terms of 
your Lordſhip's obſequious ſervam, Peter Pangloſs, 
L. L. D. and A. doubles. | 

More You are not one of thoſe, Sir, it ſeems, who 
* an appointment for want of an early application 
Ifor it. | | 
Dr, Pan. The human mind, my lord, naturally 
looks forward.---"* anumus patvicet fultura, Cicero 
---H em 

M ore. If 1 ſhould need ſuch a perſon, Sir, depend 
upon it, I ſhould be very particular in my choice—for 
I ſuſpect 


A coup. 77 


1 ſuſpect there are ſome amongſt thoſe to whom youth 

is entruſted who bring the character of a tutor inte 
diſrepute—and draw ridicule upon a reſpectable ſitu- 
—_— in which many men of learning and probity are 
placed, 

Dr. Pan. This will never do for me. Again muſt I 
retire to Milk-alley, and ſpin my brain for ſubſiſt- 
_ | bo Panglos's occupations gone —-Shakeſpeare 
oo CM ; ; 95 ; 

More. In calmer moments my Caroline, I will ex- 
plain the eircumſtances of my preſervation, and when 
have paid the mournful tribute due to a much la- 
mented father, let me call you mine, and place you 
above the reach of future ſorrow. | 

Caroline. Little ſorrow can reach me, when you 
are ſafe, Henry. | 

Zekiel H. And we'll get into the country Take 
a bit of a farm—and all be as merry as grigs, Dick. 

Dick D. Agregd, Zekiel, come Cecily, I have 
ſeen enough already of ſplendour, to ſeek for hap- 
pineſs in quieter ſcenes, and I have learn't, Zekir”, 
that, in ſpite of all the allurements which riches or 
titles may boaſt—the moſt ſolid and valuable poſſeſſi · 
en, is, a true friend. 


END OF THE PLAY, 
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EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by the Charatters. 


Dick Dowlas. Cuſtom enacts, and who denies her ſway, 


An Epilogue to every five act play. 


Doctor Panglos. You ſpeak it then—and do not mouth it, 


come 
Yet be not too tame neither.,-Shake/pear—Hum !— 
Lord Duberly. Rabbit it! Beſt let theſe logs alone. 


Lady Duberly. What Epilogues—why they are all the ton, 


Zeliel. What he theſe Epilogues your'e talking on. 
Doctor Panglos, Epi and Logos=Fide Lexicon. Pe 
Kenrick. I'll tell you, honey, Epilogues, they ſay, . 
Are what are always ſpoke before the play, 
By ſome good-look-ing gentleman well dreft. 


Cicily. Oh! then, I am ſure my Dick will ſpeak em beſt. 
Henry Morgland. To win the town the Epilogucs intends, 


And the play over, pleaſe our beſt of friends. 


Zeliel. Pleaſe our beſt friends, that's hearty ſure and right. 


I ſpy a power here we fain would pleaſc to night. 
Who'll try ?— 

Dick, ].—— 

Lady Duberly Von 

Henry Moreland. . 

Caroline, 1. 
 Zehiel. IJ. 

Kenrich., 1. 


Decor Panglos. And I. —— 


* Kenrick. We're of one mind, had there been twenty, tis 


carried. 
Docter Panglos. Nemine Diſſentiente. 
Dick, Thus to begin then:— 
If here ſome thoughtleſs younker may be found, 
In faſhions giddy vortex whirling round, 
May he to night from Dick's example fee, 
That honor's real prop—is honeſty ;— 
May reformations pledge his cheek o'er caſt, 
The ſelf-accuſing bluſh for arrors paſt. 


Cicily. If there's a laſs in love here, aye, I've fpied her, 


Sitting quite cloſe with that young man beſide her, 
Let her, like Cecily, to this maxim cling, _ 
Love fights all gold=cxcept the Wedding Ring. 


il 


EPILOGUE. 


Lord Duberly. Is there n-'er a chandler here - becauſe 


Old Daniel Dowlas axes his applauſe. 


| [Zady Duberly taps Bim en the ſtaulder 


Why, 2z0unds = | 

Lady Duberly, What —will you never ſtop, 

Tord Duberly, Im _ axing cuſtom for the ſhop, 

Aoreland. While filial duty animates each youth, 
While virtuous paſſions warms the heart of truth, 
With qualities like theſe to Britons dear, 

Henry may ſurely hope for favour here. 

Caroline. And may not Caroline applauſe ſecure, 
Who to all theſe adds feeling for the poor. 

Kenrick. Oh bother, there's ſo many virtues here, 
There wont be any left for me, 1 fear; 

Burn him who leaves, I can't ſay more or leſs, 
A patron, friend, or female in diſtreſs. 

Zeliel. Gee's your fiſt, that's hearty now and fair, 
You be of Zekiel's kidney to a hair, 

Doctor Panglos. Ines any body want a tutor here, 
My terms are but — three hundred pounds a year ; 
On their on merits modeſt men are dum | 
Playdite et Fa/ere,———"Tcrence—oHum b-- 

Then on my merits | fixall lay no ftrefs, 
I'm L I. D. and—-and A. doubles. 
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